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| 4 Praiſe the ſublime, &erlook the mortal Part; 

| « Be there your Fudgment, here your Candour ſhewn ; 
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| 40 Duts Vetat ? — — Hos, 
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ACT the Firſt. 


SCENE, a HAT r, 
Old Capulet and Paris diſcovered, 


Old Capulet. 


Y good Lord Paris, welcome to Verona, 

The Blood that richly warms your youth- 

ful Veins, 

Being ſo near ally'd to Royal Eſcalus, 
(Our honour'd Prince) not more endears you to us, 
Than do the Virtues of your noble Heart, 

Which add a brighter Luſtre to your Titles; 
And challenge the Reſpect of all good Men. 

Paris. Lord Capulet, whatever I poſſeſs 
Of Wealth, or Titles, is the Stroke of Chance; 
Thank Fortune for *em ; but, on thoſe I build not : 
Be it my Endeavour then to engraft from you, 
Ou wy Mind your full-grown Worth and Know- 

edge, 
E'er I preſume to aſk, fair Juliet's Love. 

O. Cap. Your Merit, Sir, is riper than her Years ; 
Tho? Girls are forward ripe in rally, | 
At Fourteen, Sir, to make my Child a Mother, 
Wou'd Grandſire me too ſoon ; beſides my Lady 

B Wiſhes 
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Wiſhes not yet to be a Grandmother : 


| We mult be cautious how we croſs the Women, 


Or fear to lead uncomfortable Lives, 
Montague, the ancient Enemy of our Houſe, 
Thinking our Power greater, Sir, than his, 
Wiſh*d his Son Romeo, and our Daughter, married; 
Which ſo increas'd the Anger of our Wives, 
(Whoſe Quarrels we are ever apt to join in). 
The Rage of civil War, broke out more fiercely ; 
And may prove fatal to his Houſe or mine. 

Par. Young Romeo is a Man whom moſt admire, 
And therefore to be fear'd : Say, may I hope 
He has no Impreſſion made on Juliet's Heart. 


O. Cap. None on my Life She knows not what 


is Love; | 
Unleſs to love her Father, Mother, Kinſmen : 
There her Affection's ſtrong. So fear not him. 
[A Noiſe is heard without of Fighting ; and 
crying, Down with the Mon aguc's, 
down with the Ca pulets, &c. 
What Noiſe is that ?—Bring me my Rapier there. 
Paris, Sir, be advis'd ; think not to ſtir Abroad, 
Till I have found the Prince; whoſe Preſence, only, 
Can quell theſe madding Riots. [Exit Paris. 
O. Cap. Bring me my Sword. | 


Enter Lady Capulet. 
L. Cap. Bring you a Crutch !-— I pray you ſtay 
within ; | 
And let the Roiſters quarrel by themſelves : 
*T is but our Servants, 


O. Cap. I'll have my Sword: Hear I not Montague ? 
T know his Voice; therefore, I ſayy away; 


He flouriſhes his Blade in Scorn of me. [Exit O. Cap. 
L. Cap. Lock the Gates there z let not your Ma. 
ſter forth. L. Cap. follows, 


SCENE, 


4 — 
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Speak, Nephew, were you by when it began ?— 
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S 2 E NE, the Street. The Servants of the Capulets 


and Montague's appear engaged with Swords, Saves, 
&c. To them Benvolio and Tybalt. 


Old Montague and Capulet meeting. 


Enter Prince and Attendants. 


Prin. Rebellious Subjects! Enemies to Peace; 
That quench the Fire of your pernicious Rage, 
With Purple-Fountains iſſuing from your Veins ; 
On Pain of Death, ſheath your miſtemper'd Blades, 
And hear the Sentence of your moved Prince. 
Three civil Broils, bred of an airy Word, 

By thee Old Capulet, and Montague, 
Have thrice diſturb'd the Quiet of our Streets, 


And made Verona's ancient Citizens, 


Caſt by their grave beſceming Ornaments. 


If ever you diſturb our Streets again, 

; Your Lives ſhall pay the Forfeit of your Peace, 
Lou, Capulet, ſhall go along with me; 

And Montague, come you this Afternoon, 

To know our farther Pleaſure in this Caſe, 
On Pain of Death, let every Man depart. 


[ Exit Prince and Attendance, 


Remain Lord Montague, and Benvolio. 
Mont. Who ſet this ancient Quarrel new abroach ? . 


Benv. Here were the Servants of your Adverſary, 


And yours, cloſe fighting, e'er I did approach; 
11 drew to part 'em: In the Inſtant came 
The fiery BHbalt, with his Sword prepar'd, 

+ Which, as he breath'd Defiance to my Ears, 
He ſwung about his Head, and cut the Winds; 
3 While we were interchanging Thruſts and Blows, 


Came more, and more, and fought on Part and Part, 
Till the Prince came. 


O. Mon, Where is Romeo? 
B 2  Fenv. 
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But he, his own Affection's Counſellor, 


_ My Lord, an Hour before the worſhipp'h 

un 

Peep'd thro? the golden Window of the Eaſt, 

A troubled Mind drew me from Company; 

When, underneath a Grove of Sycamour, 

That Weſtward rooteth from this City Side, 

So early walking did I ſee your Son; 

Towards him I made, but he was *ware of me, 

And ſtole into the Covert of the Woad ; 

I meaſuring his Affections by my own, 

Which moſt are buſied, when they are left alone, 

Purſued my Humour; not purſuing his: | 

And gladly ſhun'd, who gladly fled from me. 
Mount. Many a Morning hath he there been ſeen, 

With Tears augmenting the freſh Morning Dew ; 

But all fo ſoon as the all-chearing Sun, 

Should, in the fartheſt Eaſt, begin to draw 

The ſhady Curtains from Aurora's Bed; 

Away from Light ſteals home my heavy Son : 

And private, in his Chamber, pens himſelf ; 

Shuts up his Windows ; locks fair Day-light out z 

And makes himſelf an artificial Night. 

Black and portentous, muſt this Humour prove, 

Unleſs good Counſel may the Cauſe remove, 
Benv. My noble Uncle, do you know the Cauſe ? 
Mount. I neither know it, nor can learn it of him. 
Benv. Have you importun'd him by any means? 
Mount, Both by my ſelf, and many other Friends : 


Is to himſelf (I will not ſay how true) 

But to himſelf ſo ſecret and fo cloſe 

So far from Sounding and Diſcovery 

As is the Bud bit with an envious Worm, 

Ere he can ſpread his ſweet Leaves to the Air, 

Or dedicate his Beauty to the Sun. 

Wou'd I cou'd learn from whence his Sorrows grow} 

Benv, See, where he comes: So pleaſe you ſtep aſide. 

PlI try to learn his Grievance. , 

Mount, Would thou ma; 'ſt be ſo happy: III retire, | 
[Exit Moun. | 

Enter | 
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Enter Romeo, 


Benv. Good-Morrow, Couſin, 

Rem. Is the Day ſo young? 

Benv But now ſtruck Nine. 

Rom. Alas! fad Hours ſcem long! | 
W. that my Father, that went hence but now? | 
Benv, It was, What Sadneſs lengthens Romeo's 

Hours ? 

Rom. Not having that, which had, would make 

them ſhort. 

Bent, Are you in Love, good Couſin ? 

Rom. Say | were, 

Werc it a Wonder, Confin ? 

Benv. Returns the Fair-one, Love? 

Rom. | would ſhe did! 

Benv. Alas! that Love, ſo gentle to our View, 
Should often prove fo harſh and tyrannous, 

Rom. Pri'thee no more; thou wilt but laugh at me. 

Benv. No, Coz. I rather weep, 

Rom. Good Heart, at what? 

Benv. At thy good Heart's Oppreſſion. 

Rom, The friendly Love, Benvolio, thou haſt ſhewn, 
Doth add more Grief to too much of mine own. 
Love is a Smoke, rais'd with the Fume of Sighs; 
Being purg'd, a Fire ſparkling in Lover's Eyes: 
Being vex'd, a Sea nouriſh'd with Lovers Tears, 
What is it elſe? A Madneſs moſt diſcreet ; 

A choaking Gall, and a preſcrying Sweet, 
Farewel, 

Benv, Let me go with you; for if you leave me 

thus, you do me wrong. 

Rom. Burt I am loſt, or am no more my ſelf; 
Think not this Rom-o. whom you ſee before you. 

Benv, Tell me, in Sadneſs, who ſhe is you love? 

Rom, In Sadneſs, Couſin, I do love a Woman. 

Benv. I aim*d ſo near, when I ſuppos'd you lov'd. 

N right good Markſman; — and ſhe's fair 

oVe. . 

Benv. A right fair Mark, g vod Coz, is ſooneſt hit. 

| . Rem. 
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Rom. Couſin, therein you miſs; — She*ll not be 
hit, 
With cupid's A ſhe hath Diane s Wit * 
And in ſtrong Proof of Chaſtity well arm'd, 
From Love's weak childiſh Bow, ſhe lives unharm'd: 
She will not {tay the Siege of loving Terms, 
Nor *bide th* Encounter of afailing Eyes, 
Nor ope her Lap to Saint- ſeducing Gold; 
O! ſhe is rich in Beauty; only poor, 
That when ſhe dies; with her dies Beauty's Store. 
Benv. Then ſhe hath ſworn that ſhe will ſtill live 
chaſte. 
Rom. She hath, and in that ſparing — huge 
waſte. 
For Beauty ſtarv*d by her Severity, 
Cuts Beauty off from all Poſterity. 
Benv. Be rul'd by me: Forget to think of her. 
Rom. Firſt, teach me how I ſhould forget to think. 
Benv. By giving Liberty unto thy Eyes: Examine | 
other Beauties. 6 
Rom. Tis the way 
To call her's [exquiſite] in Queſtion more. 
He that is ſtrucken blind cannot forget 
The precious Treaſure of his Eye- ſight loſt, 
4 Shew me a Miſtreſs that is paſſing fair, 
1 | What doth her Beauty ſerve, but as a Note, 
Where I may read, who ſtill ſurpaſſes her! 


1 

| | Enter Old Mountague. 
1 Mount. Upon thy Duty, Romeo, make my Ear B. 
+ No more a Stranger to thy ſickly Thoughts 4 
18 Bur, do not Jet me think, what much I dread, 

. That the young callow Chit, whom I once deign'd, 
To aſk of Capulet, Romeo, for thy Bed, 4 
4 Has caught thy Eye; and, thro? thy Eye, thy Heart: 
| = - No, Juliet is not for thee. —Sighs thou, Boy ? | 
| Ar that, un'ucky Name, thou changeſt Colour ; 


| | Tay Looks fix'd, as it * Fate had ſciz'd thee, . | 
Remi | 
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ROMEO and JULIET. 7 
Rom. Why nam'd you Juliet? Would — had 


ne'er been born, 
Or any one but Capulet had got her ! 
Mount. Forget her, Sir, if you regard my Bleſſing. 
Rom. Forget her! Oh! ſhe has Beauty might en- 
ſnare 
A Conqueror's Soul, and make him leave his Crown 
At random, to be ſhuMed for by Slaves. 
Oh! Juliet, there is Muſick in thy Name, 
That ſoft'ning me to Infant Tenderneſs, 
Makes my Heart ſpring, like the firſt Leaps of Life. 
Mount, Then, thou art loſt ; if thou'rt a Man, my 
Son, 
If thou haſt Virtue in thee, or can'ſt prize 
Thy Father's Honour, ſcorn her like a Slave: 
Hell! love her! Damn her! She's a Capulet. 
Learn then to hate her. ; 
Rom. Tis impoſſible. 
Who can behoid, and hate her? Is ſhe not 
As harmleſs as the Turtles of the Woods ? 
Fair as the Summer Beauty of the Fields? 
As op'ning Flow'rs untainted yet with Winds? 
The Pride of Nature, and the Joy of Senſe ? 
Why firſt did you bewitch me elſe to Weakneſs? 
When from the Veſpers as we came together, 
And as by her's our Chariot drove along, 
Theſe were your Words: That, Romeo, that is ſhe, 
That muſt give Happineſs to thee, and me. 


Confirming in thy Arms the with'd-tor Peace 
3 Betwixt their ancient Family and mine. 


Mount. Then ſhe was charming. 
Rom. Oh! I found her ſo: 


N I look'd and gaz'd, and never miſs'd my Heart, 
It fled fo pleaſingly away: But now, 


My Soul is all fair Fulie/s : Now ſhe's fixd 


Firm in my Heart, by ſecret Vows made there; 
* Th? indclible Records of faithful Love. 

4 You'd have me hate her. Can my Nature change 
Create me o'er again——and I may be * 


Bun. That haughty Maſter of myſelf you'd have me 


B 4 | But 
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But as I am, the Slave of ſtrong Deſires, 
That keep me ſtruggling under; tho! I ſee, 
The hopeleſs State of my unhappy Love 
Wich Torment; like a ſtubborn Slave that lies 
Chain'd to the Floor, ſtretch'd helpleſs on his Back, 
I look to Liberty, and break my Heart. 
Mount. No more, fond Boy, I'll have her nam'd 
| no more, 
When next thou name her, let it be with Infamy : 
Tell me ſhe has whor'd, or fled her Father's Houſe, 
With ſome coarſe Slave, t' a ſecret Cell of Luſt ; 


And then, I'll bleſs thee—— 


| [ Exit Mountague, and Benvolio. 
Rom. I ſhall obey, Saints from your Skies look 
down, 


And find like me one wretched, if you can. 


No, I will ſpeak that hateful Name no more, 
But be as curs'd as he can wiſh his Son. [Exit, 


SCENE, à handſome Apartment in Capulet's 
Houſe. 


Enter Capulet, Paris, aud Servants. 


Cap. Lord Mountagut is bound, as well as I, 
In Penalty alike z and *tis not hard 
For Men ſo old as we to keep the Peace. 
Paris, Of honourable Reck'ning are you both, 
And pity *tis you liv'd at Odds ſo long: 
But, now my Lord, what ſay you to my Suit? 
Cap. But ſaying o'er what I have ſaid before; 
My Child is yer a Stranger in the World ; 
She hath not ſeen the Change of fourteen Years : 
Let two more Summers wither in their Pride, 
Ere we may think her ripe to be a Bride. 3 
Paris. Younger than ſhe are happy Mothers made. 
Cap. And too ſoon marr'd are thoſe ſo early made; 
The Earth hath ſwallow'd all my Hopes; but ſhe,--- 
Yonder's my Lady, whom I have intreated - bn F 
[') 
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To ſound my Juliet on this purpos'd Match; 
Women beſt underſtand each other's Minds. 

Let us leave her to work upon my Daughter. 

Then woo her gentle Paris, get her Heart; 

My Will to her Conſent is but a Part. 

If ſhe agree, within her Scope of Choice, 

Lies my Conſent, and fair-according Voice. [ Exeunt. 


Enter Lady Capulet and Nurſe. 

TL. Cap. Nurſe, where's my Daughter? Call her 

forth to me. 

Nurſe. Now by my Maiden-head (at twelve Years 
old I had one) I'll bid her come. What Lamb! 
What Lady-Bird! God forbid— Where's this Girl? 
What Juliet! 


Enter Juliet. 


Jul. How now, who calls? 

Nurſe. Your Mother, 

Ful. Madam, I am here, what is your Will ? 

L. Cap. This is the Matter. Nurſe, give leave a 

while ; 
We muſt talk in Secret. Nurſe, come back again; 
I have remember'd me: Thou ſhalt hear my Counſel: 
Thou know'ſt my Daughter's of a pretty Age. 

Nurſe, Faith I can tell her Age to an Hour. 

L. Cap. She's but fifteen. 

Nurſe, III lay fourteen of my Teeth, and yet to 
my Teeth be it ſpoken, I have but four ; 
She's not fourteen! How long is it now to Lammas- 
Tide ? | 

L. Cap. A Fortnight and odd Days. 

Nurſe. Even or odd, of all the Days in the Year, 
come Lammas-Eve at Night ſhall ſhe be fifteen ; 'tis 
ſince the Earthquake now twelve Years, and ſhe 
was wean'd; I never ſhall forget it of all the Days 
in the Year. And then ſhe cou'd ſtand alone! 
Nay by the Rood, ſhe cou'd have run, and waddled 
all about: For even the Day before, ſhe oy her 

row, 


| 
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Brow, and then, my Huſband (Peace be with his 
Soul, he was a merry Man) took up the Child; 
yea, quoth he, doſt thou fall upon thy Face? 
Thou wilt fall backward when thou haſt more Wit, 
wilt thou not, Jule? And by my holy Dame, the 
pretty Wench left crying, and ſaid aye! To ſee 
now how a Jeſt ſhou'd come about, 
] warrant, an I ſhou'd Jive a thouſand Years. I 
ſnou'd not forget it, wilt thou not Jule, quoth he? 
and, pretty Fool! It ſtinted, and ſaid, aye !j 
L. Cap. Enough of this: I prithee hold thy 
Peace. | 
Nurſe, Well, I have done; Heaven mark thee to 
his Grace: Thou wert the prettieſt Babe that &er 
1 nurs'd. An I might live to ſee thee married once, 
I have my Wiſh | 
L. Cap. And that ſame Marriage is the very 
Theam, I came to talk of : Tell me, Daughter Ju- 
liet, how ſtands your Diſpoſition to be married? 
Juliet. It is an Honour that I dream not of. 
Nurſe. An Honour ! Were not I thy only Nurſe, 
Pd fay thou had'ſt ſuck'd Wiſdom from thy Teat : 


An Honour! Eh! 


L. Cap. Well, think of Marriage now; younger 


than you 6 | 
Here in Verona, Ladies of Eſteem, 
Are made already Mothers: By my count, 


I was your Mother much upon theſe Years, 


That you are now a Maid, Thus then, in brief; 
The valiant Paris ſeeks you for his Love. 
Nurſe. A Man, young Lady — Ah! Lady, ſuch a 
Man, | | 
As all the World Why he's a Man of Wax. 
L. Cap. Verona's Summer hath not ſuch a Flower, 
Nurſe. Nay, he is a Flower; in faith, a very Flower. 
L. Cap. Speak briefly; can you like of Paris“ 
Love? 
Zaliet. If Happineſs be ſeated in Content, 


Or that my being bleſs'd can make you lo, FL 
| | r 
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Let me implore it on my Knees ; Lam 
Your only Child; and ſtill, through all the Courſe 
Of my paſt L ifs. have been obedient too: 
And, as you've ever been a loving Parent, 
And bred me up with watchful tendereſt Care, 
Which never coſt me hitherto a Tear, 
Name not that Paris any more: Indeed! 
I cannot love him. 
L. Cap. Why? 
Juliet. Indeed I cannot, 
L. Cap. Oh early Diſobedience! 
Debauch'd already to her Sex's Folly ; 
Perverſeneſs, and untoward para Will. 
Juliet. Think me nor ſo; I gladly ſhall ſubmit 
to any Thing, nay, muſt ſubmit to all; 
Vet think a little, e'er you fell my Peace: 
The Rites of Marriage are of mighty Moment; 
And ſhou'd you violate a Thing fo ſacred, 
Into a lawful Rape, and load my Soul, 
With hateful Bonds, which never can grow ealy : 
How miſerable am I like to be! 
L. Cap. Has then ſome other taken up your heart, 
And baniſh'd Duty, as an Exile, thence ? 
What ſenſual lewd Companion of the Night, 
Have you been holding Converſation with, 
From open Window, at a midaight Hour, 
When wanton Wiſhes wou'd not It you fl:ep? 
Juliet. If I ſhould love, is that a Fault, in one 
So young as I? I cannot gueſs the Cauſe, — 
But, when you firſt nam*d Paris for my Love, 
My Heart ſarunk back, as you had done it wrong. 
L. Cap. No more of this; 'twill make thy Fe 
mad: 
If thou art mine, reſolve upon Compliance, 
Or think no more to reſt beneath my Roos. 
Juliet. Will you then quite caſt off your once loved 
Julie. ? 
And turn me like a Vagrant out of Doors, 


To wander up and down Ferond's Streets 
| And 
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And beg my Bread with Sorrow ? Can [ bear 

The proud and hard Revilings of a ſlave, 

Fat with his Maſter's Plenty, when I ask 

A little Pity for my pinching Wants? 

Shall I endure the cold, wet windy Night, 

To ſeck a Shelter under dropping Eves, 

A Porch my Bed, a Threſhold for my Pillow, 

Shiv'ring and ſtarved, for want of Warmth and Food, 

Swell'd with my Sighs, and almoſt choak'd with 
Tears? 

Muſt I, at the uncharitable Gates, 

Of proud great Men implore Relief in vain ? 

Muſt I bear all this? 

Becauſe I am not Miſtreſs of my Heart, 

Or cannot love according to your liking ? | 

L. * Graze where thou wilt, but think no more 

of me, 


Till thy Obedience welcome thy Return. 


Exit. 
Juliet. Alas! That ever Heaven ſhou'd practiſe 
Srtratagems, | 
Upon fo ſoft a Subject as myſelf! 
What ſay*ſt thou? Haſt thou nota Word of Joy? 
Some Comfort Nurſe in this Extremity. 
* Nurſe. Marry, and there's but need on't : Odds my 
Life, | 
Well Romeo is a Man, and ſo is Paris; : 
Ah! But Romeo's Lip! And then Paris's Noſe and 
Forehead ! But then Romeo's Eye again; how it will 
ſparkle, and twinkle, and trow} and leer! But 
to ſee Romeo on Horſeback! But to ſee Paris walk 
or dance! ſuch a Leg, ſuch a Foot! Then Romev's 
Shape, and Motion; Ah! Well Rome's the Man, 
muſt be the Man, and ſhall be the Man. 4 
Juliet. He*s by his Father's Nature rough and fierce, 


And knows not yet the Follies of my Love; 
And when he does, perhaps, may ſcorn and hate 


me. 


Nurſe. BO 
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Nurſe. Ah never fear it, he's a ſweet young Man, 
and thou ſhalt have him-—ne'er pine nor teize thy 
pretty Heart about it.— What! I have been thy 
Nurſe theſe fourteen Years, and I ſhou'd know what's 

for thee. 
Juliet. I prithee! Leave me to myſelf awhile. 
[Exit Nurſe. 
»Tis hardly yet within two Hours of Day: 
Pll to my Window which o'erhangs the Garden, 
Behold the Queen of Night 
Shines fair, with all her virgin Stars about her, 
Not one amongſt *emall a Friend to Juliet; 
Yet, by their Courſe a while I'll guide my Steps, 
And * what Courſe, my wretched State muſt 
take. 

Oh! Romeo! Romeo! The all- ſeeing Sun 
Ne'er ſaw thy Equal ſince the World begun, 


[Exit, 


SCENE, «a Garden, 


Enter Romes alone. 


OW vainly have I ſpent this idle Night! 
Even Wine can't heal the Raging of my Love, 
This ſure ſhou'd be the Manſion of fair Juliet, 
For in ſuch Groves the Deities firſt dwelt. 
Can I grow forward, when my heart is here ? 
Turn back dull Earth and find thy Centre out. 
| [ Fuliet appears at ber Window, 
SA Bug 
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But ſoft! what Light thro! yonder Window breaks? 
It is the Eaſt, and Juliet is the Sun 

She ſeems to hang upon the Cheek of Night, 
Fairer than Snow upon a Raven's Back; 

Brighter than Briiliants in an A#2hiop”s Ear. 

Were ſhe in yonder Sphere ſhe'd ſhine ſo bright, 


The Birds wou'd ſing, and think the Day were 


breaking. 
See, how ſhe leans her Cheek upon her Hand! 
Oh! that I were a Glove upon that Hand, 
That I might touch that Cheek ! 
Juliet. Ah! me. 
Romeo. She ſpeaks! 
Ah! ſpeak again, bright Angel, for thou art 


As glorious to this Night, being o'er my Head, 


As is a winged Meſſenger from Heaven, 
Unto the white up-turned wand'ring Eyes 
Of Mortals, that fall back to gaze on him, 
When he beſtrides the Jazy-picing Clouds, 
And fails upon the Boſom of the Air. 
Jul. O Romeo, Romeo! wherefore art thou Romeo! 
Deny thy Father, and refuſe thy Name: 
Or, if thou wilt not,. — be but ſworn my Love, 
And I'll no longer be a Capalet. 
Rom, Shall I hear this, and ye r Silence? 


[ Aide. 


Jul. *Tis but thy Name that is my Enemy: 

What's in a Name? That which we call a Roſe, 
By any other Name wou'd ſmell as ſweet ; 
So Romeo wou'd, were he not Romeo call'd, 
Retain that dear Perfect ion which he owes, 
Without that Title; Remeo, quit thy Name; 
And for that Name, which is no Part of thee, 
Take all my ſelf. ä 

Rom. I take thee at thy Word: 


Call me but thine, and Joys will ſo tranſport me, 


I ſhall forget myſelf, and quite be chang'd. 


Ful. What Man art thou, that thus belcreen'd in 


5 Night, 
So ſtumbleſt on my Counſel ? 


Roames. 
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Romeo, By a Name 
J know not how to tell thee who I am: 

My Name, dear Saint, 1s hateful to myſelf, 
Becauſe it is an Enemy to thee, 

Juliet. Art thou not Romeo, and a Mountague ? 

Rem. Neither, fair Saint, if either thee diſpleaſe. 

Jul. How cam'ſt thou hither, tell me, and where- 

fore ? 

The Orchard Walls are high, and hard to climb, 

And the Place Death, conſidering who thou art, 

If any of my Kinſmen find thee here. 

Rom, With Love's light Wings did I o'erperch 

theſe Walls, 

For ſtony Limits cannot hold Love out: 

Thy angry Kinſmen are no Stop to me. 

Jul. If they do ſee thee, they will murder thee. 
Rom. Alas! there lies more Peril in thine Eye, 
Than twenty of their Swords; look thou but kind, 

And I am Proof againſt their Enmity. 
Jul. I wou'd not for the World they ſaw thee here. 
Rom, I have Night's Cloak to hide me from their 
Eyes, p 
And, but thou love me, let them find me here; 
My Life were better ended, by their Hate, 
Than Death prorogued, wanting of thy Love. | 
Jul. By whoſe Direction found'ſt thou out this 
Place ? 

Rom. By Love, that firſt did prompt me to enquire z 
He lent me Counſel, and I lent him Eyes : | 
I am no Pilot, yet wer't thou as far 
As that vaſt Shore, waſh'd with the fartheſt Sea, 

] wou'd adventure for ſuch Merchandiſe. 
Jul. 2000 know'ſt the Maſk of Night is on my 
ace, 
Elſe wou'd a Maiden-Bluſh bepaint my Cheek, 


For that which thou haſt heard me ſpeak: To- night. 


Fain wou'd I dwell on Form; fain, fain deny 


What J have ſpoke——But, farewell, Compliment ! 
2 Do'ſt thou love me? I know thou wilt ſay Aye; 
And I will take thy Word—Yer if thou ſwear'ſt, 


a Thou 
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Thou may'ſt prove falſe—at Lover's Perjuries, 
They ſay, Jove laughs. Oh! gentle Romeo, 
If thou doſt love, pronounce it faithfully : 
Or if you think I am too quickly won, 
I'll frown and be perverſe, and ſay thee Nay, 
So thou wilt woo ; but elſe, not for the World. 
In Truth, ſweet Mountague, I am too fond; 
And therefore thou may'ſt think my *Haviour light: 
But truſt me, Gentleman, I'll prove more true, 
Than thoſe that have more cunning to be ſtrange, 
I ſhou'd have been more ſtrange, I muſt confeſs, 
But that thou overheard'ſt, ere I was *ware, 
My true Love's Paſſion ; therefore pardon me, 
And not impute this yielding to light Love, 
Which the dark Night hath ſo diſcover'd. 
Rom. Lady, by yonder bleſſed Moon I vow, 
That tips with Silver all theſe Fruit-Tree Tops 
Ful. Oh! ſwear not by the Moon, th' inconſtant 
Moon, 
That monthly changes in her circled Orb; 
Leſt that thy Love prove likewiſe variable. 
Rom. What ſhall I ſwear by? 
Jul. Do not ſwear at all; 
Or, if thou wilt, ſwear by thy gracious ſelf, 
Who art the God of my Idolatry, 
And I'll believe thee. 
Rom. It my Heart's true Love 
Jul. Well, do not ſwear—altho? I joy in thee, 
J have no Joy of this Contract To- night; 
It is too raſh, too unadvis'd, too ſudden, 
Too like the Light'ning, which doth ceaſe to be, 
Ere one can ſay it lightens—-Sweet, Good- night. 
This Bud of Love, by Summer's rip'ning Breath, 
May prove a beauteous Flower, when next we meet. 
Good- night, Good- night, —as ſweet Repoſe and Reſt 
Come to thy Heart, as that within my Breaſt! 
Kom. Why wilc thou leave me ſo unſatisfy'd? 
Jul. What Satisfaction canſt thou have To- night? 
Rom. The Exchange of thy Love's faithful Vow 
for mine. 


Jul. 


Ne d 
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Jul. I gave thee mine before thou did*{ requeſt it: 
And yet I wiſh it were to give again. 
Romeo. Wow'dſt thou withdraw it? for what Pur- 
poſe, Love? 
Jul. But to be frank, and give it thee again, 
My Bounty is as boundleſs as the Sea, 
My Love as deep; the more I give to thee, 
The more I have; for both are Infinite. 
I hear ſome Noiſe within; dear Love, adieu. 
[Nurſe within. What Juliet! Child! 
Anon, good Nurſe——Sweet Mountague be true: 
Stay but a little, I will come again, Exil. 
Rom. O bleſſed! bleſſed Night! I am afraid, 
All this is but a Dream I hear, and ſee ; 
Too flattering ſweet to be ſubſtantial, 


Re-enter Juliet above. 


Jul. Three Words, dear Romeo, and Good-night 
indeed : 
If that thy Bent of Love be honourable, 
Thy Purpoſe Marriage, ſend me word To-morrow, 
By one that Pl! procure to come to thee z 
Where, and what Time thou wilt perform the Rite, 
And all my Fortunes at thy Foot Pl! lay, 
And follow thee, my Love, throughout the World. 
| ¶Viibin. Madam, 
I come anon——But if thou mean'ſt not well 
I do beſeech thee— [Fithin. Madam.] by and by 
| I come, 
To ceaſe thy Suit, and leave me to my Grief. 
To-morrow I will ſend. 
Rom, So thrive my Soul. | 
Jul. A thouſand times Good-night. [Exit Juliet. 
Rom, Ten thouſand Bleſſings wait thy Innocence. 
[Exit Romeo, 
Re-enter Juliet above, 


Jul. Hiſt ! Romeo, hiſt! O! for a Falkner's Voice, 
To lure this Taſſel gentle back again 


\ 


3 Bondage is hoarſe, and may not ſpeak aloud, 
Elſe wou'd I tear the * where Eccho lies, 


And 


% 
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And make her airy Tongue more hoarſe than mine, 
With Repetition of my Romeo. 


Romeo returns. 


Rom. It is my Love that calls upon my Name; 
How Silver- ſweet ſound Lovers Tongues by Night, 
Like ſofteſt Muſick to attending Ears 
Ful. Romeo 

Rom. My ſweet! 

Jul. At what o'Clock To-morrow, 
Shall I ſend to thee ? 

Rom, By the Hour of Nine. 

Jul. Iwill not fail; 'tis twenty Years till then 
T have forgot why I did call thee back. 

Rom, Let me ſtand here till thou remember it. 

Jul. I ſhall forget, to have thee ſtill ſtand there 
Rememb'ring how I love thy Company. 

Rom, And P11 ſtill ſtay, to have thee ſtill forget; 
Forgetting any other Home but this, | 
Jul. Tis almoſt Morning. I would have thee 

one, 
And * no farther than a Wanton's Bird, 
That lets it hop a little from her Hand, 
Like a poor Pris'ner in his twiſted Gyves, 
And with a Silk-Thread plucks it back again, 
So loving: jealous of his Liberty. 
Rom. I wou'd I were thy Bird. 
ul. Sweet, ſo wou'd I; 
Yet I ſhou'd kill thee with too much cheriſhing. ö 
Good - night, Good- night Parting is ſuch ſweet 
Sorrow, | f 
That I ſhall ſay Good - night till it be . | 
Exit. 
Rom. 1 tis no longer; but Deſires are 
wift, 
And longing Love wou'd laviſh Time: 
To-morrow ! Oh! To-morrow ! till that come 
The tedious Hours move heavily away, ö 
And each long Minute is a lazy Day. [ Exit, | 


SCENE, | 


ce 


iti. 
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SCENE, a Wood near a Monaſtery, 


Enter Friar Laurence, with a Baſket. 


. Tho grey ey d Morn ſmiles on the frowning 
| ight, 

Check- ring the Eaſtern Clouds with Streaks of Light. 

Now, ere the Sun advance his burning Eye, 

The Day to cheer, and Night's dank Dew to dry, 

I muſt fill up this Oſier Cage of ours, 

With baleful Weeds, and precious juicy Flowers, 

Mighty is the powerful Grace that lies 

In Herbs, Trees, Srones, and their true Qualities : 

For nought ſo vile that on the Earth doth live, 

But to the Earth ſome ſpecial Good doth give : 

Nor ought ſo good, but ſtrain'd from that fair Uſe, 

Revolts to Vice, and ſtumbles on Abuſe. 


Enter Romeo, 

Rom. Good-morrow, Father. 

Fri. Benedicite ! 
What early Tongue ſo ſweet ſalutes my Ear? 
Young Son, it argues a diſtemper'd Head, 
So ſoon to bid Good-morrow ; 
Care keeps his Watch in every old Man's Eye, 
And where Care lodgeth Sleep will rarely come ; 
But where Youth with unſtuft*d Brain doth couch 
His Limbs, there Health will hold his Court. 
Say, Romeo, haſt thou been in Bed To-night ? 

Rom. No, Father; yet the ſweeter Reſt was mine. 

Fri. Where haſt thou been ? | 

Rom. I have been feaſting with my Enemy, 
Where, on a ſudden, one hath wounded me, 
That's by me wounded ; both our Remedies 
Within thy Help, and holy Phy ſick lies: 
I bear no Hatred, bleſſed Man, for know, 
My Interceſſion likewiſe ſteads my Foe. 

Fri. Be plain, good Son, and homely in thy Drift; 


Riddling Confeſſion finds but riddling Shrift. 
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Rum. N plainly know my Heart's dear Love is 
x*d 

On the fair Daughter of rich Capulet, 

And her's on mine: When, and where, and how 

We met, we woo'd, and did our Vows exchange, 

Shall be related to thee inſtantly ; 

So thou conſent to marry us. this Day. 

Fri. Romeo, I love thee well: Come in with me: 

With this good View, I'll thy Aſſiſtant be; 

For this Alliance may ſo happy prove, 

To turn your Houſhold Rancour to pure Love. 
Rom. Quick let us hence ; for Love is ſtill in haſte, | 
Fri, Wiſely, and flow; they ſtumble that run faſt. 

[Exeunt. 


SCENE, t#he Street, 


Enter Benvolio, and Mercutio. 


Merc, Where the Devil ſhou'd our Friend Romeo be? 
Came he not home To night? 
Beanv, Not to his Father's; I ſpoke to his Man. 
Merc. Why, that ſame Cupid torments him ſo, 
that he will ſure run mad. 
Benv. Romeo ſcarce ſleeps, or ſleeping finds no Reſt, 
His Mind is ſo diflurb'd with various Dreams. 
Merc. O then I ſee Queen Mad hath been with him: 
She 1s the Fairies Mid-wife, and ſhe comes 
In Shape no bigger than an Agat-ſtone 
On the Fore-finger of an Alderman, 
Drawn with a Team of little Atomies, 
Athwart Men's Noſes as they lie aſleep : 
Her Waggon- Spokes made of long Spinners Legs; 
The Cover, of the Wings of Graſhoppers ; 
The Traces, of the ſmalleſt Spider's Web; 
The Collars, of the Moon-ſhine's watry Beams; 
Her Whip, of Cricket's Bone; the Laſh, of Film; 
Her Waggoner a ſmall grey-coated Gnat, 
Not half ſo big as a round little Worm, 
Prickt from the lazy Finger of a Maid, 
Her Chariot is an empty Hazel-nut, 


Made 
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Made by the Joyner Squirrel, or old Grub, 
Time out of Mind the Fairies Coach-makers. 

Benv. A pretty Equipage! But, to what End? 

Merc. Why, in this State ſhe gallops Night by 

Night, 

Through Lovers Brains, and then they dream of Lovez 
On Courtiers Knees, that dream on Court'ſies ſtrait : 
O'er Lawyers Fingers, who ftrait dream on Fees: 
O'er Ladies Lips, who ftrait on Kiſſes dream, 
Which oft the angry Mab with Bliſters plagues, 
Becauſe their Breaths with Sweet-meats tainted are. 
Sometimes ſhe gallops o'er a Lawyer's Noſe, 
And then dreams he of ſmelling out a Suit : 
And ſometimes comes ſhe with a Tythe-pig's Tail, 
Tickling the Parſon as he. lies aſleep ; 
Then dreams he of another Benefice, 

Benv, Queen Mab has certainly paid thee a Viſit, 
Thou art ſo full of dreaming Phantaſies. 

Merc. Sometimes ſhe driveth o'er a Soldier's Neck, 
And then dreams he of cutting foreign Throats, 
Of Breaches, Ambuſcades, Spaniſh Blades, 
Of Healths five Fathom dcep and then anon 
Drums in his Ears, at which he ſtarts and wakes, 
And being thus frighted, ſwears a Prayer or two, 
And ſleeps again, | 

Rom. Peace Mercutio, peace: 
Thou talk'ſt of nothing. 

Merc. True, I talk of Dreams; 
Which are the Children of an idle Brain, 
Begot of nothing, but vain Phantaſy, 
Which is as thin of Subſtance as the Air, 
And more unconſtant than the Wind. 

Benv. Tybalt, the Kinſman to Old Capulet, hath 
ſent a Letter to Romeo's Father's Houſe. | 

Merc. A Challenge on my Life. 

Benv. Romeo will anſwer it. 

Merc. Any Man hat can write, may anſwer a 
Letter. | 

Benv, Nay, he will anſwer the Letter's Matter, if 
he be challenged, 

C 3 Merce. 
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Merc. Alas! poor Romeo, he's already dead; ſtabb'd 
with a white Wench's black Eye; run thro? the Ear 
with a Love-Song the very Pin of his Heart cleft with 
the blind Boy*s Bow-Shaft: And is he a Man to en- 
counter Tibalt ? 

Benv. Why, what is Tibalt ? 

Merc, More than the Prince of Cats : O he's the 
couragious Captain of Compliments ; he fights as you 
ſing prickt Songs; keeps Time, Diſtance, and Pro- 
portion; reſts his Minum, one, two, and the third in 
your Boſom ; the very Butcher of a Silk Button. A Du- 
elliſt, a Duelliſt; a Gentleman of the very firſt Houſe, 
of the firſt and ſecond Cauſe: Ah! the immortal 
Paſſado, the Punto, Reverſo, the Hay! 

Benv, The what ? 

Merc. Pox of ſuch antick Liſping affected Phan. 
taſies z theſe new Tuners of Accents : A very good 
Blade !—avery tall Man ! a very good Whore !—why 
is not this a lamentable Thing, Grandſire, that we 
ſhou'd be thus afflicted with theſe ſtrange Flies, theſe 
Faſhion-mongers, thele pardonnez moy's, who ſtand 
ſo much on the new Form that they cannot fit at Eaſe, 
on the old Bench: Oh! their Boys! their Bon's / 


Enter Romeo. 


Benv. Here comes Romeo. 

Merc. Without his Roe, like a dried Herring: Oh! 
Fleſh, Fleſh, how art thou fiſhified ? Now is he for 
the Numbers that Petrarch flow'd in: Laure to his 
Lady was but a Kitchen-wench; marry ſhe had better 
Love to berime her: Dido a Dowdy, Cleopatra a 
Gipſy, Helen and Hero Hildings and Harlots : Thisby 
a grey Eye or ſo; but not to the purpoſe. Signior 
Romeo Bonjcur; there's a French Salutation to your 
French Stop. . 

Rom. Good-morrow to you both! 


Enter Nurſe and Peter. 


Nurſe, Peter ! 
Peter. Anon. 
Nurſe. My Fan Peter. Mert, 


88 & DJA9'-. tf. add fo to dd © © as * 


— 


ROMEO and JULIET. 23 


Merc. Do, good Peter, to hide her Face; for her 
Fan is the fairer of the two 

Nurſe. Give you Good-morrow, Gentlemen, 

Merc, Give vou Good-e*en, fair Gentlewoman. 

Nurſe. Is it Good-e&'en, 

Merc. Tis even ſo, good Lady. 

Nurſe. Gentlemen, can any of you tell me where 
I may find young Romeo ? 

Rom. I am the youngeſt of that Name. 

Nurſe. If you be he, Sir, I deſire ſome Confidence 
with you. | 

Benv, She will indite, or invite him to a Supper. 

Merc. A Bawd, a Bawd : So ho! Romeo; will 
you come to your Father's ? We'll to Supper thither. 

Rom. I Il follow you. 

Merc. Farewell ancient Lady. 

[ Ex. Mercutio and Benvolio. 

Nurſe, I pray you, Sir, what ſaucy Merchant was 
that, was ſo full of his-Roguery ? : 

Rom, A Gentleman, Nurſe, that loves to hear 
himſelf talk; and will ſpeak more in a Minute, than 
he will ſtand to in a Month, 

Nurſe. An he ſpeak any thing againſt me, I'II 
take him down, an he were luſtier than he is, and 
twenty ſuch Jacks: And if I cannot, I'll find thoſe 
that ſhall, ſcurvy Knave ! I am none of his flirt Gills. 
Pray you, Sir, a Word: And as I told you, my young 
Lady bid me enquire you out: What ſhe bid me ſay, 
I will keep to myſelf : But firſt let me tell you, if you 
ſhou'd lead her into a Fool's Paradice, as they fay, it 
were a very groſs kind of Behaviour as they fay ; for 
the Gentlewoman is young, and therefore if you ſhou'd 
deal double with her truly it were an ill thing to be 
offer'd to any Gentlewoman, and very weak dealing. 

Rom. Commend me to thy Lady and Miſtreſs—1 
proteſt unto thee 

Nurſe. Good Heart, and faith Il! tell her as much. 
Lord, Lord, ſhe'll be a joyful Woman. 

Rom. What wilt thou tell her, Nurſe? thou doſt 


not mark me, 7 
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Merc. Alas! poor Romeo, he's already dead; ſtabb'd 
with a white Wench's black Eye; run thro? the Ear 
with a Love-Song the very Pin of his Heart cleft with 
the blind Boy*s Bow-Shaft : And is he a Man to en- 
counter Tibalt ? 

Benv. Why, what is Tibalt ? 

Merc, More than the Prince of Cats: O he's the 
couragious Captain of Compliments ; he fights as you 
ſing prickt Songs; keeps Time, Diſtance, and Pro- 

ortion reſts his Minum, one, two, and the third in 
your Boſom ; the very Butcher of a Silk Button, A Du- 
elliſt, a Duelliſt; a Gentleman of the very firſt Houſe, 
of the firſt and ſecond Cauſe: Ah! the immortal 
Paſſado, the Punto, Reverſo, the Hay! 

Benv. The what? 

Merc. Pox of ſuch antick Liſping affected Phan- 
taſies; theſe new Tuners of Accents: A very good 
Blade !—avery tall Man ! a very good Whore !—why 
is not this a lamentable Thing, Grandſire, that we 
ſhou'd be thus afflicted with theſe {ſtrange Flies, theſe 
Faſhion-mongers, theſe pardonnez moy's, who ſtand 
ſo much on the new Form that they cannot fit at Eaſe, 
on the old Bench: Oh! their Box*s! their Boy's ! 


Enter Romeo. 


Benv, Here comes Romeo. 

_ . Merc. Without his Roe, like a dried Herring: Oh! 
Fleſh, Fleſh, how art thou fiſhified ? Now is he for 
the Numbers that Petrarch flow'd in: Laure to his 
Lady was but a Kitchen-wench; marry ſhe had better 
Love to berime her: Dido a Dowdy, Cleopatra a 
Gipſy, Helen and Hero Hildings and Harlots : Thisby 
a grey Eye or ſo; but not to the purpoſe. Signior 
Romeo Bonjour; there's a French Salutation to your 
French Stop. 

Rom. Good-morrow to you both! 


Enter Nurſe and Peter. 


Nurſe, Peter ! | 
Peter. Anon, 
Nurſe. My Fan Peter, Alert, 
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Merc, Do, good Peter, to hide her Face; for her 
Fan is the fairer of the two 

Nurſe. Give you Good-morrow, Gentlemen, 

Merc, Give vou Good-e*en, fair Gentlewoman. 

Nurſe. Is it Good-e&'en, 

Merc. Tis even ſo, good Lady. 

f Nurſe. Gentlemen, can any of you tell me where 
2 I may find young Romeo? 

* Rom. I am the youngeſt of that Name. 
* MNurſe. If you be he, Sir, I deſire ſome Confidence 
with you, 
Benv. She will indite, or invite him to a Supper. 
Merc. A Bawd, a Bawd : So ho! Romeo; will 
vou come to your Father's ? We'll to Supper thither. 
* Rom, I'll follow you. 

Merc, Farewell ancient Lady. 

[Ex. Mercutio and Benvolio. 

Nurſe, I pray you, Sir, what ſaucy Merchant was 
that, was ſo full of his-Roguery ? - 

Rom, A Gentleman, Nurſe, that loves to hear 
* himſelf talk; and will ſpeak more in a Minute, than 
hae will ſtand to in a Month, 

Nurſe, An he ſpeak any thing againſt me, I'II 
take him down, an he were luſtier than he is, and 
twenty ſuch Jacks: And if I cannot, Ill find thoſe 
that ſhall, ſcurvy Knave ! I am none of his flirt Gills. 
Pray you, Sir, a Word: And as ] told you, my young 
Lady bid me enquire you out: What ſhe bid me ſay, 
I will keep to myſelf : But firſt let me tell you, if you 
ſhou'd lead her into a Fool's Paradice, as they ſay, it 
were a very groſs kind of Behaviour as they ſay; for 
the Gentlewoman is young, and therefore if you ſhou'd 
deal double with her truly it were an ill thing to be 
offer d to any Gentlewoman, and very weak dealing, 

Rom. Commend me to thy Lady and Miſtreſs—[ 

roteſt unto thee 

Nurſe. Good Heart, and faith I'll tell her as much. 
Lord, Lord, ſhe'll be a joyful Woman. 

Rom, What wilt thou tell her, Nur/e? thou doſt 


not mark me, 7 
| C4 Nurſe, 
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Nurſe, I will tell her Sir, that you do proteſt ; which 
as I take it is a Gentleman-like Offer, 

Rom. Bid her deviſe ſome Means to come to ſhrift 
this Afternoon; and there ſhe ſhall at Friar Laurence 
Cell be ſhrived and married: Here is for thy 
Pains. 

Nurſe. No truly, Sir, not a Penny. 

Rom. Go to, I fay, you ſhall, 

Nurſe. This Afternoon, Sir? Well, ſhe ſhall be 
there. | 

Rom. -.1 ſtay, good Nurſe, behind the Abbey 

Wall : | 
Within this Hour my Man ſhall be with thee, 
And bring thee Cords made like a tackled Stair, 
Which to the high Top-gallant of my Joy 
Muſt be my Convoy in the ſecret Night. 
Farewell, be truſty, and JI = thy Pains. 

Nurſe. Now Heaven bleſs thee! Harkee Sir! 
Rom. What ſay'ſt thou, my dear Nurſe? 

Nurſe, Is your Page ſecret ? Did you ne'er hear ſay, 
Two may keep Council, putting one away ? 

Rom. I warrant thee, the Lad's as true as Steel 

Nurſe. Well Sir, my Miſtreſs is the ſweeteſt Lady, 
Lord! Lord! when *twas a little prating thing 
Oh! there's a Nobleman in Town, one Paris that 
wou'd fain lay Knife a-board; but ſhe, good Soul, 
had as lieve ſee a Toad, a very Toad, as ſee him: I 
anger her ſometimes, and tell her that Paris is the 
properer Man; but PI warrant you, when J ſay ſo, 
ſhe looks as pale as any Clout in the verſal World. 
Doth not Roſemary and Romeo begin both with a 
Letter. | 

Rom. Aye Nurſe! what of that? Both with an R. 

Nurſe. Aye Mocker ! that's the Dog's name. R 
is for thee. No, I know it begins with no other Let- 
ter; and ſhe hath the prettieſt Sententions of it, of 

ou, and Roſemary z that it wou'd do you good to 
ear it. | | 

Rom. Commend me to thy Lady [ Exit, Romeo, 
_ Nurſe. A thouſand times,. Peter. 

Peter. 
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Peter. Anon : 
Nurſe, Take my Fan, and go beſore. ¶ Exeunt. 


SCENE Capulet's Houſe 


Enter Juliet. 
Jul. The Clock ſtruck Nine, when I did ſend the 
Nurſe ; 
In half an Hour ſhe promis'd to return: 
Perchance ſhe cannot meet him that's not ſo. 
She is old and lame: Love's Heralds ſhou'd be 
Thoughts, 
Which ten Times faſter glide, than the Sun Beams, 
Driving back Shadows over low'ring Hills. 
Therefore do nimble-pinion'd Doves draw Love; 
And therefore hath the ſwift-wing'd Cupid Wings. 
Now is the Sun upon the highmoſt Hil] 
Of this Day's Journey; and from nine till twelve 
Is three long Hours—and yet ſhe is not come; 
Had ſhe Aﬀections, and warm youthful Blood, 
She'd be as ſwift in Motion as a Ball; 
My Words would bandy her to my ſweet Love, 
And his to me. 


Enter Nurſe. 
O! ſhe comes, what News? 
Haſt thou met with him ? Send thy Man away. 
Nurſe. Peter, ſtay at the Gate. 
Ful, How now, ſweet Nurſe, 
O Lord! why look'ſt thou ſad ? 
Nurſe. I am a-weary, let me reſt a while: Fie how 
my Bones ake ! what a jaunt have I had ? 
Jul. I wou'd thou had'ſt my Bones, and I thy News: 
Nay, come, I pray thee ſpeak, good Nur/e, ſpeak. 
Nurſe, Give me ſome Aquavitæ. 


Enter Peter with a Boitle and Cup. 
Jul. Is thy News good or bad? Anſwer to that 
Say either, and I'll ſtay the Circumſtance : 


Let me be ſatisfied, is it good or bad? 


Nurſe. Well; you have made a ſimple Choice; 
you know not how to chuſe a Man — Romeo! no 


NOT 
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not he, Though his Face be better than any Man's, 
yet his Legs excel all Men's; and for a Hand, and a 
Foot, and a Body; tho? they be not to be talk'd on, 
yet they are paſt Compare; he is not the Flower of 
Courteſy, but I warrant him as gentle as a Lamb, 
Go thy ways, Wench, ſay thy Prayers. What, have 
you dined at home? 
Jul. No, no,—but all this did I know before: 

What ſays he of our Marriage? What of that? 


Nurſe. Lord how my Head akes! what a Head 


have I! it beats as it wou'd fall in twenty Pieces! 
my Back a- t'other Side; O my Back, my Back! 
Beſhrew your Heart, for ſending me about to catch 
my Death, with jauuting up and down. 

Jul. I'faith, I am ſorry that thou art fo ill, 

Do, ſweet, ſweet Nurſe, tell me, what ſays my Love? 

Nurſe. Your Love ſays like an honeſt Gentleman, 
and a courteous, and a kind, and a handſome, and I 
warrant a virtuous Gentleman Where is your 
Mother ? 

Jul. Where is your Mother? Why, ſhe is within: 
Where ſhou*d ſhe be? How _ thou reply'ſt ! 
Your Love ſays like an honeſt Gentleman: 

Where is your Mother | 

Nurſe. O Lady dear! 
Are you ſo hot ? marry come up I trow : 

Ts this the Poultice for my aking Bones ? 
Hence-forward do your Meſſages yourſelf. 

Jul. Here's ſuch a Coil: Come, what ſays Romeo? 

Nurſe. Have you got leave to go to ſhrift To-day ? 

Jul. I have. 

Nurſe. Then hie you hence to Friar Lawrence Cell, 
There ſtays a Huſband to make you a Wite : 

Now comes the wanton Blood up in your Cheeks ; 
They'll be in Scarlet ſtrait at any News: 
Hie you to Church, I muſt another way, 
To fetch a Ladder, by the which your Love 
Muſt climb a Bird's Neſt ſoon, when it is dark. 
I am the Drudge, and toil in your Delight, 
But you ſhall bear the Burden ſoon at Night, G 
| o, 
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Go, I'll to Dinner, hie you to the Cell, [ Exit, 
Jul. With Wings of Love I fly; good Nurſe, fare- 
well. [ Exit, 


SCENE, the Monaſtery, &c. 


Friar Laurence, and Romeo. 


Friar. So ſmile the Heavens upon the holy Act, 
That after Hours of Sorrow chide us not. ; 

Rom. Amen, Amen : But come what Sorrow can, 
It cannot countervail th* Exchange of Joy, | 
That one ſhort Minute gives me in her Sight: 

Do thou but clofe our Hands with holy Words, 
Then Love devouring Death do what he dare, 
It is enough, I may but call her mine. 

Fri. Theſe violent Delights have violent Ends, 
And in their Triumph die; like Fire and Powder, 
Which as they meet, conſume; the ſweeteſt Honey 
Is loathſome in its own Deliciouſneſs, | 
And in the Taſte deftroys the Appetite : 

Therefore love mod'rately; long Love doth ſo; 
Too ſwift arrives as tardy, as too flow. 


Enter Juliet. 


Here comes the Lady | 
Juliet. Good-ev'n to my Ghoſtly Confeſſor. 
Fri. Romeo ſhall thank thee, Daughter, for us both, 
Jul. As much to him, Elſe are his Thanks too 

much, 

Rom. Ah! Juliet, if the Meaſures of thy Joy, 

Be heap'd like mine, and that thy Skill be more 

To blazon it, then ſweeten with thy Breath 

This neighb'ring Air; and let rich Muſick's Tongue 

Unfold th' imagin'd Happineſs, that both 

Receive in either, by this dear Encounter, 
Jul. Conceit more rich in Matter than in Words, 

Brags of his Subſtance, not of Ornament : 


They are but Beggars that can count their Worth 1 
8 But 
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But my true Love is grown to ſuch Exceſs, 
I cannot ſum up one half of my Wealth. 
Fri. Come, come with me, and we will make ſhort 
Work; 
For, by your leaves, you ſhall not ſtay alone, 
"Til! holy Rites incorp'rate two in one, [Exeunt. 
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ACT III. 


SCENE, the Street. 


| Mercutio, and Benvolio. y 


Benv. T Pray thee, good Mercutio, let's retire ; 
| The Day is hot, the Capulets* abroad; 
And it we meet we ſhall not *ſcape a Brawl ; 
For now theſe hot Days is the mad Blood ſtirring. ye 

Merc. Thou art like one of thoſe Fellows, that ; 
when he enters the Confines of a Tavern, claps me i} 8! 
his Sword upon the Table, and ſays, Heaven ſend me 
no need of thee; and by the Operation of a ſecond 
Cup, draws it on the Drawer; when indeed, there is 
no need, 

Benv, Aml like ſuch a Fellow? her 

Merc. Come, come, thou art as hot a Jack in thy 


” — — a 1 * —_ 
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Mood, as any in Italy; and as ſoon mov*d to be 4 
moody z and as ſoon moody to be moy'd. Eit 
Benv. And what to? | Or 
Merc. Why, thou wilt quarrel with a Man that Or 
has a Hair more or leſs in his Beard than thou haſt. 4 


Thou wilt quarrel with a Man for cracking Nuts, ; 
having no other Reaſon, but becauſe thou haſt hazel © 1 wi 
Eyes; what Eye, but ſuch an Eye, would 'ſpy out 
ſuch aQuarrel ? Thy Head is as full of Quarrels, as 
an Egg is full of Meat, and yet thy Head hath} T: 


been beaten as addle as an Egg for quarrelling : 
Thou 4 
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Thou haſt quarrelPd with a Man for coughing in the 
Street, becauſe he hath *wakened thy Dog that hath 


lain afleep in the Sun. Did'ſt thou not fall out with 


thy Tailor for wearing his new Doublet before Eaſter? 
With another, for tying his new Shoes with old Rib- 
band? And yet thou wilt tutor me for quarrelling ! 
Benv. If 1 were ſo apt to quarrel as thou art, any 
Man ſhould buy the Fee-ſimple of my Life for an 
Hour and a Quarter, 
Merc, The Fee-ſimple? O ſimple 


Enter Tibalt. 


Benv. By my Head here comes a Capulet. 
Merc. By my Heels I care not. 
Tib. Gentlemen, Good-ev'n; a Word with one of 


ou. F | 

: Merc. And but one Word with one of us? Couple 
it with ſomething ; make it a Word and a Blow. 

Tb. You ſhall find me apt enough to that, Sir, if 
you will give me occaſion. 

Merc. Cou'd you not take ſome occaſion, without 
giving ? 

775. Mercutio, thou conſort'ſt with Romeo 

Merc, Conſort ! what do'ſt thou make Minſtrels 
of us? If thou make Minſtrels of us, then look to 
hear nothing but Diſcords: Here's my Fiddle-ſtick; 
here's that will make you dance. Zounds! Conſort! 

[ Laying his Hand on his Sword. 

Benv. We talk here in the publick Haunt of Men; 
Either withdraw into ſome private Place, 
Or reaſon coldly of your Grievances, 
Or elſe depart : Here all Eyes gaze on us. 

Merc. Men's Eyes were made to look, and let 

them gaze z 

I will not budge for no Man's Pleaſure, I. 


Enter Romeo. | 
Tih. Well, Peace be with you, Sir; here comes my 
Man. 
Merc. But I'll be hang'd, Sir, if he wears your 
Livery 3 | Marry 


\ 
L 
* 


20 ROME O and ULIE T. 


Marry go firſt to Field, he'll be your Follower z 
Your Worſhip, in that Senſe, may call him Man. 

Tib. Romeo, the Hate I bear thee can afford 
No better Terms than this. Thou art a Villain. 

Rom. Tybalt, the Reaſon that I have to love thee 
Doth much excuſe the appertaining Rage 
To ſuch a greeting; Villain, I am none: | 
Therefore, farewell: I ſee thou know'ſt me not. 
ib. Boy, this ſhall not excuſe the Injuries, 

That thou haſt done me ; therefore turn, and draw. 

Rom. (Stopping his Hand) I do proteſt, I never in- 

jur'd thee, | 
But love thee better than thou can'ſt deviſe, 
»Till thou ſhalt know the Reaſon of my Love: 
And fo, good Capulet, (whoſe Name I tender 
As dearly as my own) be ſatisfied, 
| [Romeo walks apart. 

Merc, O calm, diſhonourable, vile Submiſſion! 
Ah! La Stoccata carries it away. 

Tybalt, you Rat-catcher, will you walk? 

Tib, What wou'd you have with me ? 

Merc. Good King of Cats, nothing but one of your 
nine Lives, that I mean to make bold withal ; and as 
you ſhali uſe me hereafter, dry-beat the reſt of the 
eight. Will you pluck your Sword out of his Pilcher 
by the Ears? Make haſte, leſt mine be about your 
Ears ere it be out. 

Tib., I am for you, T Drawing. 

| [Romeo returning, interpoſes, 

Rom. Gentle Mercutio, put thy Rapier up, 

Merc, Come, Sir, your Paſſado. X 

[Merc. and Tib. fight, 
Rom. Hold Tibalt, good Mercutio. 
{ Tibalt wounds Mercutio under Rome's 
Arm, and goes out, 
Merc. I am hurt 
A Plague of both your Houſes! I am ſped : 
Is he gone, and hath nothing ? 
Benv, What, art thou hurt ? 
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' Merc, Aye. aye, a Scratch, a Scratch; marry tis 
enough : Some one fetch a Surgeon. 

Rom, Courage Man, the Hurt cannot be much. 

Merc. No, *tis not ſo deep as a Well, nor ſo wide 
as a Church-Door ; but *tis enough, *twill ſerve: Aſk 
for me - To-morrow, and you ſhall find me a grave 
Man. I am pepper'd, I warrant, for this World; 
a Plague of both your Houſes ! what a Dog ! a Rat! 
a Mouſe! a Cat! to Scratch a Man to Death! a 
Braggart, a Rogue, a Villain, that fights by the Book 
of Arithmetick ? Why the Devil came you between ? 
I was hurt under your Arm. 

Rom, I thought all for the beſt 

Merc. Help me into ſome Houſe, Benvolio, or I 
ſhall faint; a Plague of both your Houſes, they have 
made Worms-Meat of me : Curſe your Houſes. 

[ Exit, Mer. and Ben. 

Rom. This Gentleman the Prince's near Ally, 
My worthy Friend hath got his mortal Hurt 
In my behalf; my Reputation ſtain'd 
With Halt's Slander; Tybalt, that an Hour 
Hath been my Couſin: O ſweet Juliet, 
Thy Beauty hath made me effeminate, 
And in my Temper ſoft'ned Valour's Steel. 


Enter Benvolio. 

Benv, O, Romeo! Romeo! brave Mercutio's dead, 
That gallant Spirit hath aſpir'd the Clouds, 
Which too untimely here did ſcorn the Earth. 

Rom, More Fates do yet on this black Day depend 
Or this begin, the Woe, others muſt end. 

Benv. Here comes the furious Tybalr back again, 

Rim, Alive in Triumph? And Mercutio ſlain ? 


Away to Heaven reſpective Lenity, 


And Fire cyed Fury be my Con tuct now, 


Enter Tybalt. 
Tybalt, r ive the Villain back again, 
Thar la ou gav'ſt me; brave Mercutio's Soul 
Is but a! way above our Heads, 
Staying 
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Staying for thine to keep him Company : 
Or thou, or I, or both, muſt go with him. 

Tib. I wretched Boy that did*ſt conſort him 

ere, | 

Shall with him hence 

Rom. This ſhall determine that. 

| [They fight : Tibalt falls. 

Benv. Romeo, away begone, 
The Citizens are up, and Tibali ſlain—— 
Stand not amaz'd ; the Prince will doom thee dead, 
If thou art taken; hence, begone, away. 
Kom. O, I am Fortune's Fool. [Ex. Romeo. 


Enter Prince and Paris, with Attendants. 


Prin, Where are the vile Beginners of this Brawl ? 
Benv. Moſt noble Prince I can diſcover all 
The unlucky Manage of this fatal Fray ; 
There lies the Man ſlain by young Romeo, 
That ſlew thy Kinſman brave Mercutio. 
Prin, Benvolio, who began this? | 
Benv, Tibalt here ſlain, whom Romeo's Hand did 
ſlay ; 
Romeo ſtill ſpoke him fair, bid him bethink 
How nice the Quarrel was, and urg'd withal 
Your high Diſpleaſure : All this utter*d _ 
With gentle Breath, calm Look, Knees humbly bow?d, 
Could not make Truce with the unruly Spleen 
Of Tibalt, deaf to Peace, but that he tilts, 
With piercing Steel, at bold Mercutio's Breaſt, 
Who all as hot, turns deadly Point to Point, 
And with a martial Scorn, with one Hand beats 
Cold Death aſide, and with the other {ends 
It back to Tibalt, whoſe Dexterity - 
Retorts it: Romeo he cries aloud 
Hold Friends, Friends part; and ſwifter than his 
„„ 1 OY 
His agil Arm beats down their fatal Points, | 
And *twixt them ruſhes; underneath whoſe Arm 
An envious Thruſt from Tibalt hit the Life 
Of ſtout Mercutio, and then Tibalt fied : 1 
uc 
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But by and by comes back to Romeo, 

Who had but newly entertain'd Revenge, 

And to't they go like Lightning; for ere I 

Could draw to part them was ſtout Tibali ſlain, 

And as he fell did Romeo turn to fly. 

Prin, And for that Offence 

Immediately we do exile him hence : 

I will be deaf to Pleading and Excuſes, 

Nor Tears nor Prayers ſhall purchaſe our Abuſes, 

Therefore uſe none; let Romeo hence, in haſte, 

When in Verona found, that Hour's his laſt : 

Bear hence this Body, and attend our Will. 

Mercy but Murders, pardoning thoſe that Kill. 
| | | [ Exeunt, 


SCENE Capulet's Houſe 


Juliet alone. 
Jul. Gallop a- pace ye fiery- footed Steeds, 
To Phebus* Manſion : Such a Charioteer 
As Phaeton, wou'd whip you to the Weſt, 
And bring in Cloudy Night immediately. 
Spread thy cloſe Curtain, Love - performing Night, 
To hoodwink jealous Eyes; and Remeo 
Leap to theſe Arms, untalk*d of and unſcen. 
Give me my Romeo, . and when he ſhall die, 
Take him and cut him out in little Stars, 
And he will make the Face of Heaven ſo fine, 
That all the World ſhall be in love with Night, 
And pay no Worſhip to the gaudy Sun, 
O, I have bought the Manſion of a Love, 
But not poſſeſs'd it. Tedious is this Day 
As is the Night, before ſome Feſtival, 
To an impatient Child that hath new Robes, 
And may not wear them, O here comes my Nurſe, 


Enter Nurſe with Cords. 


And ſhe brings News; and every Tongue that ſpeaks 
But Rome's Name, So heavenly Eloquence 1 
o 
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Now Nurſe, what News? What haſt thou there 
The Cords that Romeo bid thee fetch ? ? 
Nurſe. Ay, ay the Cords, 
Jul. Ay me, what News? 
Why doſt theu wring thy Hands. 
Nurſe Ah well-a-day he's dead, he's dead, he's 
dead, 
We are undone, Lady; we areundone—— 
Alack the day, he's gone, he's kill'd, he's dead. 
Jul. Can Heaven be ſo envious? 
Nurſe. Romeo can ; though Heav'n cannot, O 
Romeo, Romeo! 
Who ever wou'd have thought it, Romeo! 
Jul. What Devil art chou, that docs torment me 
thus? 
This Torture ſhould be roar'd in diſmal Hell. 
Hath Romeo ſlain himſelf ? Say then but ay, 
And that one Syllable ſhall poiſon more | 
Than the Death-darting Eye of Cockatrice, 
' Nurſe, I ſaw the Wound, I ſaw it with my Eyes 
Heaven ſave the Mark here on his manly Breaſt 
A piteous Coarſe! a bloody piteous Coarle ! 
Pale, pale as A ſhes, all bedaub'd in Blood; 
All in Gore Blood: I ſwooned at the Sight. 
Jul. O break my Heart, poor Bankrupt, break at 
once; | 
To Priſon Eyes, ne'er look at Liberty; 
Vile Earth to Earth reſign ; end Motion here, 
And thou and Romeo preſs one heavy Bier. 
Nurſe. O Tibalt, Tibalt, the beſt Friend I had; 
O courteous Tibalt, honeſt Gentleman: 
That ever I ſhou'd live to ſee thee dead! 
Jul. What Storm is this that blows ſo contrary ? ? 
Is Romeo ſlaughter'd? And is Tibalt dead? 
My dear lov'd Couſin, and my dearer Lord? 
Then let the Trumpet ſound the general Doom, 
For who is living, if thoſe two are gone? 
Nurſe. Tibalt is dead, and Romeo baniſhed ! 
Romeo, that kill'd him, he i 1s baniſhed, 
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Jul. O Heaven! did Romeo's Hand ſhcd T:bal!'s 
Blood? 
Nurſe. It did, it did; alas the Day, it did. 
Jul. O ſerpent Heart, hid with a flow*ry Face! 
Did ever Dragon keep ſo fair a Cave? 
Beautiful 'Tyrant-Ftend angelica]! 
Oh Nature, what had'ſt thou to do in Hell, 
When thou did'ſt bower the Spirit of a Fiend, 
In mortal Paradiſe of ſuch ſweet Fleſh ? 


Was ever Book containing ſuch vile Matter 


So fairly bound ? O that Deceit ſhould dwell 
In ſuch a gorgeous Palace 
Nurſe, There's. no Truſt, no Faith, no Honeſty 
in Men; all perjur'd. Shame come to Romeo! 
Jul. Bliſter'd be thy Tongue, 
For ſuch a Wiſh ! he was not born to Shame; 
Upon his Brow Shame is aſhamed to ſit : 
For tis a Throne where Honour may be crowu'd. 
Sole Monarch of the Univerſal Earth. 
O what a Beaſt was I to chide him fo! 
Nurſe. Will you ſpeak well of him that kill'd your 
Couſin ? | 


Jul. Shall I ſpeak iil of him that is my Huſband 2. 


Ah poor my Lord, what Tongue ſhall ſmooth thy 
Name, | | 

When I, thy three Hour's Wife, have mangled it? 

My Huſband lives, that Tibalt wou'd have lain 3 

And Tibalt's dead, that wou*d have kill'd my Huſband; 

All this is Comfort ; wherefore weep I then ? 

Some Word there was ſtill worſe than Tibalt's Death, 

That murder*d me: I wou'd forget it fain. 

But oh ! it preſſes to my Memory, 


Like damned guilty Deed to Sinners Minds: 


Tibalt is dead, and Romeo baniſhed ! 

That baniſhed, that one Word baniſhed, 

Hath Alain ten thouſand Tibalts: Tibali's Death, 
Was Woe enough, if it had ended there: 

Or if ſour Woe delights in Fellowſhip, 

And needy will be rank*d with other Griefs, 
Why follow'd not, when ſhe ſaid Tibalt's dead, 
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Thy Father, or thy Mother, nay or both? 
Romeo is baniſhed——To ſpeak that Word, 
Is Father, Mother, Tibalt, Romeo, Juliet, 


All lain, all dead! Romeo is baniſhed | 
There is no End, no Limit, Meaſure, Bound, 


In that Word's Death; no Words can ſound that Woe. 
Where is my Father, and my Mother, Nurſe ? 
Nurſe, Weeping and wailing over Tibalt's Body. 


Will you go to them ? I will bring you thither, 


Ful. Waſh they his Wounds with Tears? mine ſhall 
be ſpent | 
When their's are dry, for Romeo's Baniſhment. 
Nurſe. Hie to your Chamber, I'll find Romeo, 
To Comfort you, I wot well where he is; 
Hark ye, your Romeo will be here at Night : 
P11 to him, he is hid at Laurence's Cell. 
Jul. O find him, give this Ring to my poor Love; 
And bid him come to take his laſt Farc wel. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE, the Monaſterp. 


Enter Friar Laurence ts Romeo. 


Fri, N come forth, come forth, thou fearful 
an 3 

Affliction is enamour'd of thy Parts, 
And thou art wedded to Calamity, 

Rom. Father, what News? What is the Prince's 

Doom? | | 

What Sorrow craves Acquaintance at my Hand, 
That I yet know not? | 
Fri. Too familiar 
Is my dear Son with ſuch ſour Company. 


TI bring thee Tidings of the Prince's Doom. 


Rom. He can but doom me dead, and I'm prepar'd. 

Fri. A gentler Judgment vaniſh'd from his Lips, 
Not Body's Death, but Body's Baniſhment. 

Rom. Ha | Baniſhment ! be merciful ſay Death; 


For Exile hath more Terror in his Looks, 


Than Death itſelf: Do not ſay Baniſhment, 


Fri, 


ROMEO awd JULIET. 37 
Fri, Here from Verona art thou baniſh'd :—— 
Be patient, for the World is broad and wide. 
Rom, There is no World without Verena's Walls 
But Purgatory, Torture, Hall itſelf! 
Thou cut'it my Head off with a golden Axe, 
And ſmileſt upon the Stroke that murders me 
Fri. O deadly Sin! O rude Unthanktulneſs! | 
Thy Fault our Law calis Death, but the kind Prince 
Taking thy Part hath puſh'd aſide the Law, 
And turn'd that black word Death to Baniſnment: 
This is meer Mercy, and thou ſec'ſt it not. 
Rom. Tis Torture and not Mercy: Heaven is here 
Where Juliet lives, every unworthy Thing 
Lives here in Heaven, but by looking on her, 
But Romeo may not; more Validity, : 
More honourable State, more Happineſs | 
Have Carrion Flies, than Romeo; th: y may ſeize 
On the white Wonder of dear Jaliet's Hand, 
And ſteal immortal Bl-flings from her Lips, 
Which baniſh'd Romeo cannot. 
O Father had'ſt thou no ſtrong Poiſon mixt, 
No Dagger, nor no preſent Mcans of Death, 
But Baniſhment to torture me withal ? 
Friar, the Damned uſe that Word in Hell; 
Howlings attend it: How haſt thou the Heart, 
Being a Divine, a ghoſtly Confeſſor 
A Sin-Abſolver, and my Friend profeſt, 
To mangle me with that Word Baniſhment? 
Fri. Fond Man, hear me but ſpeak, 
Rom, O! thou wilt ſpeak again of Baniſhment ! 
Death's more deſirable than living Torment? 
To die is to be baniſh'd from myſelf: 
And Juliet is myfelf, my Life, my Soul, 
Unleſs I be by Juliet in the Night, Af 
There is no Muſick in the Nightingale; 
Unleſs I be by Fuliet in the Day, 
The Day grows hateful as the blackeſt Night: 
She is my Eſſence, and I ceaſe to be, 
If not by her fair Influence kept alive. 
Fri, Yet hear what I wou'd ſay of thy Eſtate. 
| D 3 Rew 
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_ hou can'ſt not ſpeak of what thou doſt not 
cel. 
Wert thou as young as I, Juliet thy Love, 
Scarce three Hours married, Tibalt murder'd, 
Doating like me, and like me baniſh'd ; 
Then might'ſt thou ſpeak : Then might'ſt thou tear 
. | \ 
And fall upon the Ground, as I do now, 
| [Throws him/elf on the Ground, 
Fri. Ariſe, one Knoc ks; good Romeo hide thyſelf, 
Thou wilt be taken——Stay a while—ſtand up. 
Run to my Study——BÞBy and by—— What Wilfulneſs! 
I come; who knocks ſo hard? What is your Will? 
Nurje within. Let me come in, and you ſhall know 
my Errand: 
I come from Lady Juliet. 
Fri. Welcome, then. 


Enter Nurſe. 
Nurſe, O, holy Friar, where is my Lady's Lord? 
Where's Romeo? : 
Fri. There, on the Ground, with his own Tears 
made drunk. 
Nurſe, O! he's even in my Miſtreſs's Caſe : 
Juſt in her Caſe : O, wocful Sympathy! 
Rom Nurſe. 
Nurſe. Ah, Sir! Death's the End of all, 


Rom. Speak'ſt thou of Fulice ? How is it with her?. 


Doth ſhe not think me a dire Murderer ? 
How I have ſtain'd the Childhood of our Joy, 
With Blood remov'd but little from her own ? 
Where is ſhe? How does ſhe? And what ſays ſhe ? 
Nurſe. Oh! ſhe fays nothing, Sir ! but weeps, and 
| Weeps 3 | 
And now falls on her Bed, and then ſtarts up, 
And Tibalt cries 3 and then on Romeo calls, 
And then, down falls again, 
Rom. As if that Name, 
Shot from the deadly Level of a Gun, 
Did murder her, as this accurſed Hand 


Murder'd 
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Tarder*d her Kinſman: Tell me, Friar, tell me 
In what vile Part of this Anatomy, 
Doth my Name lodge? Tell me, that I may ſack 


The hateful Manſion: 

[Laying his Hand on his Sword, 
Fri, Hold thy deiperate Hand: 

Art thou a Man? Thy Form cries out thou art ; 

Thy Tears are Womaniſh ; thy wild Acts do note 

The unreaſonable Fury of a Beaſt. 

Go, get thee to thy Love, as was decreed ; 

Aſcend her Chamber, hence, and comfort her: 

But, look thou ſtay not till the Watch be ſet, 

For then thou can'ſt not paſs to Mantua, 

Where thou ſhalt live till we can find a Time 

To blaze your Marriage, reconcile your Friends, 

Beg Pardon of the Prince, and call thee back, 

With twenty hundred thouſand times more Joy, 

Than thou went'ſt forth in Lamentation. 

Go before, Nurſe ; commend me to thy Lady, 

And bid her haſten all the Houſe to Bed, 

Which heavy Sorrow-makes them apt unto, 

Romeo is coming. 

Nurſe. O Lord J could have ſtaid here all Night 
long, to hear good Counſel : Oh! what Learning is? 
My Lord, I'll tell my Lady you will come. 

Rom, Do ſo; and bid my Sweet prepare to chide. 

Nurſe, Here is a Ring ſhe bid me give you, Sir : 
——-Hie you; make hafte; for it grows very late. 

[ Exit Nurſe. 

Rom. How much my Comfort is reviv'd by this! 

Fri. Sojourn in Mantua: I'll find your Page, 


And he ſhall ſignify, from time to time, 


Every good Hap to you that chances here : 
Give me thy Hand, tis late; farewell, Good-night,— 
Rom. lam ſummon'd by the Miſtreſs of my Heart, 


Or *twere a Grief ſo ſoon from thee to part. 


SCENE, 


D 4 
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SCENE, Capulet's Houſe. 


Capulet and Paris. 


Cap. Things have fallen out, Sir, moſt unluckily; 
Juliet did love her Kinſman Tibalt dearly, 
And fo did 1: — Well, we were born to die. 
*Tis very late 3 ſhe 'I not come down To-night. 
Paris, Theſe Times of Woe afford no time to woo. 


| My Lord, Good-night : Commend me to your 


Daughter, 

Cap. Sir Paris, we will make a deſperate Tender 
of my Child's Love; I think ſhe will be rul'd in all 
Reſpects, by me; nay, more, I doubt it not. But 
ſoft, what Day is this? 

Paris. Monday, my Lord. | 

Cap. AO ; ha! ha! well, Vedneſday is too 

ſoon: 
On Thurſday let it be; you ſhall be married: 
Well, keep no great a-do——a Friend, or two 
For hark you, Tibalt being ſlain ſo late, 
It may be thought we held him careleſsly, 
Being our Kinſman, if we revel much: 
Therefore well have ſome half a dozen Friends, 
And there's an End: Bur, what ſay you to Thurſday ? 

Paris. My Lord, I would that Thurſday were To- 

morrow. | 

Cap. wary get you gone; — on Thurſday be it 

then: 
Farewell, my Lord.—Light to my Chamber, hoa! 
Good-night. 


ACT 


[ Exenunt. | 
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SCENE, Juliet' Chamber. 


Romeo and Juliet diſcovered, 


Jul. Ilt thou be gone? It is not yet near Day, 

It was the Nightingale, and not the Lark, 
That pierc'd the fearful Hollow of thine Ear: 
Nightly ſhe ſings on yond' Pomgranate Tree: 
Believe me, Love, it was the Nightingale. 

Rom, It was the Lark, the Herald of the Morn, 
No Nightingale ; look Love, what envious Streaks 
Do lace the ſevering Clouds'in yonder Eaft : 

Night's Candles are burnt out, and jocund Day 
Stands tiptoe, on the miſty Mountain Tops. 
I muſt begone, and live ; or ſtay, and die. 

Jul. Yon Light is not Day-light; I know it well 
It is ſome Meteor that the Sun exhales 
To be to thee this Night a Torch. Bearer, 

And light thee on thy Way to Mantua. 
Then ſtay a while ; thou ſhalt not go ſo ſoon. 

Rom. Let me then ſtay, let me be ta%n and die; 
If thou wilt have it ſo, I am content: 

I'll fay yon Gray is not the Mornings Eye, 

"Tis but the pale Reflex of Cynibia's Brow 3 

PI! ſay it is the Nightingale that beats 

The vaulty Heaven's, ſo high above our Heads, 
And not the Lark, the Meſſenger of Morn : 
Come Death and welcome. Juliet wills i- fo. 
What ſays my Love? Let's talk; it is not Day. 

Jul. It is the Lark, that ſings fo opt of Tune, 
Straining harſh Diſcords, and unpleaſing Sharps: 
Some ſay, the Lark makes ſweet Diviſion ; 

This doth not ſo, for ſhe divideth us, 


Some 
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Some ſay the Lark and loathed Toad change Eyes; 
O! now I would they had chang'd Voices roo! 
O! now begone, more light and light it grows, 


| Nurſe within. 
Wark: Madam. 
Jul. Nurſe, 
Nurſe. Your Lady Mother's coming to your 
Chamber ; 
The Day is broke; be wary, look about. 
Jul. Then, thou muſt go: Love! Lord! ah! 
Huſband! Friend ! 4 
I muſt hear from thee every Day in the Hour, 
For in a Minute there are many Days : , N 
O, by this count, I ſhall be much in Tears. 1 
Ere I again behold my Romeo. . 
Rom. The Saints that heard our V ows, and Know 


* our Loves, Di 
Seeing my Faith, and thy unſpotted Truth, | 
Will ſure take care, and let no Wrongs annoy thee 3 Ot 
Upon my Knees PII aſk 'em every Day, 4 
How my kind Juliet does; — and every Night, Wi 
In the ſevere Diſtreſſes of my Fate, 1 


As I perhaps ſhall wander thro? the Deſert, 
And want a Place to reſt my weary Head on, 
I'Il count the Stars, and bleſs *em as they ſhine, 
And court 'em all, for my dear Juliei's Safety. 
Jul. Oh! Baniſhment ! eternal Baniſhment! 
| Ne'er to return] muſt we ne'er meet again? 
My Heart will break; I cannot bear that Thought 
And live, cou'd I but ſee to the End of Woe, 
There were ſome Comfort; — but eternal Torment, 
Is ever inſupportable to Thought: 
It cannot be that we ſhall part for ever. What 
Rom. No, for my Baniſhment may be recall'd; Jul 
Then ſhall I boldly claim fair Juliet mine: Z. 
Whilſt happieſt Men ſhall envy at our Bleſſings, 
And Poets write the Wonders of our Loves. 
Jul. Oh! I cou'd find out Things to talk to thee 
for ever. 
Rom, 


It, 


dom. 
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Weep not, the Time 
| to ſtay together has been employ'd 
In A Love. 
. We ought to ſummon all 
Th. £ Spirit of ſoft Paſſion up, to chear, 
Our Hearts, thus lab'ring with the Pangs of parting. 
Oh! my poor Romeo! 
Rom. Ah! my kindeſt Juliet! 
Jul. But do'ſt thou think we e'er ſhall meet again? 
Nom. ] doubt it not; and all theſe Woes ſhall ſerve 
For ſweet Diſcourſes in our Time to come. 
Jul. Alas! I have an ill-divining Soul: 
Merhinks I fee thee, now thou art from my Arms, 
Like a ſtark Ghoit, with Horror in thy Viſage : 
Either my Eye-ſight fails, or thou look'ſt pale. 
Rom. And truſt me, Love, in my Eye ſodoft thou: 
Dry ſorrow drinks our Blood: Farewell, Farewell. 
Jul. All good Angels guard thee, [Ex. Romeo. 
Oh Fortune, Fortune! all Men call thee fickle ; 
If thou art fickle, what haſt thou to do 
With him that is renowned for his Faith? 
Yet be fickle Fortune: For then I hope 
Thou wilt not keep him long — But ſend him back. 


Enter Lady Capulet. 
L. Cap. Ho, Daughter, are you up ? 
Jul. Who is't that calls! Is it my Lady Mother ? 
What unaccuſtom'd Caule procures her hither ? [ Ade. 
L. Cap. Why, how now Juliet? 
Jul. Madam, I am not well. 
L. Cap. Evermore weeping for your Couſin's 
Death ? 
What wilt thou waſh him from his Grave withTears ? 
Jul. Yet let me weep for ſuch a feeling Loſs. 
L. Cap. Well Girl, thou weep'ſt not ſo much for 
his Death, 
\s that the Villain lives, which Naughter*d him. 
Jul. What Villain, Madam. | 
L. Cap. That ſame Villain, Romeo, 
Jul. Villain and he are many Miles aſunder. 
L. Cap, 
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L. Cap. Content thee, Girl: If I could find a Man 
I wou'd ſoon ſend to Mantua, where he is, 
And give him ſuch an unaccuſtom'd Dram, 
That he ſhould ſoon keep Tibalt Company. 
1 — you the Means, and I'll ſoon find fuch a 
ang | 
For while he lives, my Heart ſhall ne%er be light 
Till J behold him-—dead——is my poor Heart, 
Thus for a Kinſman vex*d ? | 
L. Cap. Well, let that paſs. 
I come to bring thee joyful Tidings, Girl. 
Jul. And Joy comes well in ſuch a needful Time. 


What are they, I beſeech your Ladyſhip ? I 
L. Cap. Well, well; thou haſt a careful Father, 7 
Child, | E 
One, who to put thee from thy Heavineſs, 1 
Hath forted out a ſudden Day of Joy, C 
That thou expect'ſt not; nor I look'd not for. 
Jul. Madam, in happy Time, what Day is this? FE 
L. _ Marry, my Child, early next Thurſday 
orn, 
Paris the gallant, young and noble Count, I 
Shall happily make thee a joyful Bride. O 
Jul. I wonder at this Haſte, that I muſt wed Sf 
Ere he that muſt be Huſband comes to woo, M 
I pray you tell my Lord and Father, Madam, T. 
I will not marry yet; and when I do Bu 
It ſhall be Romeo, whom you know I hate, At 
Rather than Paris :——Theſe are News indeed. Oi 
L. „ u comes your Father, tell him ſo your- 5 
" a c 


And ſee how be will take it at your Hands. 


| Enter Capulet, and Nurſe, | G0 
Cap. How now? What, ſtill in Tears? Ever 7 
more ſhow'ring ! 
Now, Wife, have you deliver'd our Decree ? 
L. Cap. Ay, Sir; but ſhe will none, ſhe gives yo 
Thanks : 
I wou'd the Fool were married to her Grave, 


C 
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Cap. — take me with you, take me with you, 
Wie e 
How! will ſhe none? Doth ſhe not give us Thanks? 
Is ſhe not proud? Doth ſhe not count her bleſt, 
| Unworthy as ſhe is, that we have wrought 
So worthy a Gentleman to be her Bridegroom ? 
Jul. Not proud, you have; but thankful that you 
ave. | 
Proud can I never be of what I hate : 
But thankful even for Hate, that is meant Love. 
Cap. How now, Chop - Logick ! Why, what 
Riddling's this! 
Proud! and I thank you l. and I thank you not! 
„ Thank me no Thankings, nor proud me no Prouds ; 
But ſettle your fine Joints *gainſt Thar/day next, 
To go with Paris, to St. Peter's Church : 
Or I will drag thee on a Hurdle thither. | 
Ful. Good Father, I beſeech you on my Knees, 
Hear me with Patience but to ſpeak a Word. 
ay Cap. Hang thee, young Baggage diſobedient 
Wretch. | 
I tell thee what, get thee to Church on Thur/day 
Or never after look me in the Face. 
Speak not, reply not, do not anſwer me. 
My Fingers itch Wife, we ſcarce thought us bleſt. 
That Heaven hath ſent us but this only Child, 
But now I ſee this one is one too much, 
And that we have a Curſe in having her: 
Out on her Hilding 
ur- Nurſe. Now good Heaven bleſs her 
You are to blame my Lord, to rate her ſo. 


Cap. And why, my Lady Wiſdom, hold your 


Tongue. 
Good Prudence, ſmatter with your Goſſips go. 
ver Nurſe. I ſpeak no Treaſon: Then why mayn't 
ons ſpeak | 
Cap. Peace you mumbling Fool. 
Utter your Gravity o' er a Goflip's Bowl. 
For here we need it not 


L. Cap. Lou are too hot 


yo 


Cap. 


: 
7 2 b . # 8 ho — —_— * 
, mn ll 2 e 


46 ROMEO ad JULIET. 
Cap. It makes me mad : Day, Night, late, early, 
At home, abroad; alone, in Company, 
Waking or Sleeping, ſtill my Care hath been 
To have her match'd : And having now provided 
A Gentleman of noble Parentage, 
Of fair Demeans, youthful, and nobly allied ; 
Stuff*d as they ſay with honourable Parts; 
Proportion'd as one's Thought would wiſh a Man : 
And then to have a wretched pulling Fool, 
A whining Mammet, in her Fortune's Tender, 
To anſwer I'll not wed ; I cannot love; 
I am too young : I pray you pardon me, 
Look to't, think on't, I do not uſe to jeſt : 
If you be mine, Il] give you to my Friend; 
Tf you be not, hang, beg, ſtarve, die in the Streets; 
F b, by my Soul, Pll ne'er acknowledge thee, 
Nor what is mine ſhall ever do thee good : 
Truſt to't, bethink you, I'll not be forſworn. [ Exit. 
Jul. Is there no pity ſitting in the Clouds, 
That ſees into the Bottom of my Grief. 
O ſweet my Mother, caſt me not away, 
Delay this Marriage for a Month, a Week, 
Or if you do not, make the bridal Bed 
In that dim Monument, where Tibal! lies. 
TL. Cap. Talk not to me, for Ill not ſpeak a Word; 
Do as thou wilt, for I have done with thee [Exit 
Ful. O Nurſe, how ſhall this be prevented ? 
Nurſe. Faith, here it is, 
Romeo is baniſh'd : All the World to nothing 
That he dares not come back to challenge you 
Or if he do, it needs muſt be by Stealth. 
Then, ſince the Caſe fo ſtands, as now it doth, 
I think it beſt you married with the Count. 
Oh! he's a lovely Gentleman! 
Romeo's a Diſh-clout to him, 
Jul. Speak'ſt thou from thy Heart? 
Nurſe. And from my Soul too; 
Or elſe befbrew em both! 1 


Jul 


Ful 
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Jul. Go in, and tell my Lady Jam gone, 
Having diſpleas'd my Father, to Friar Laurence Cell, 
To make Confeſſion, and to be abſolv'd. 

Nurſe, Marry I will, and this is wiſely done.—— 


[ Exit, 
Jul. O moſt wicked Fiend ! . 

Thus to diſpraife my Lord, with that ſame Tongue, 
Which ſhe hath prais'd him with, above Compare, 
So many thouſand Times! Go, Counſellor ; 
Thou and my Boſom, henceforth ſhall be *twain : 
How hateful is this Place in Romeo's Abſence ? 
Remov*d from what we love, a Court's a Priſon ; 
But with our Loves the leaſt Spot's a World: 


Then, finding Romeo, I enjoy the World. 


Oh! Love, how mighty is thy Power ! My Heart 
Grows reſolute, inſpir'd by thee : *Tis Love 
Makes wiſe Men weak, and filly Women cunning ; 
Cowards couragious, and the Hero tremble : 

Love can with ſudden, and reſiſtleſs, Power, 
Abaſh the Learned; or make an Orator, 

Of unſkilPd Vouth; Humaniſe the Brute; 
Exalt the Slave, enſlave the Conqueror: 

Love can make Juliet ſhun her Father's Houſe, 


Who ere ſhe knew Love's Influence, thence to have 


fled, | 
Had broke her Heart; no, I'Il not tarry here: 
T1] to the Friar, and conſult with him. 
If for my Griefs he finds no Remedy, 
Let the worſt come, I ſtill have Power to die. 


[ Exit, 


SCENE, the Monaſtry 


Friar Laurence, and Paris. 

Fri. On Thurſday, Sir! the Time is very ſhort. 

Paris. My Father Capulet will have it ſo, 

ri. You fay, you do not know the Lady's Mind. 
Uu is this Courſe, I like it not. | 

---, "mmoterately ſhe weeps for Tibalt*s Death, 
£12 crore have I little talk'd of Love. 
| For 
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For Venus ſmiles not in a Houſe of Tears. 
Now, Sir, her Father counts it dangerous, 
That we ſhou'd give her Sorrow ſo much Sway; 
And in his Wiſdom haſtes our Marriage, 
To ſtop the Inundation of her Tears; 
Which, too much minded by herſelf alone, 
May be put from her by Society. 
Now, you do know the Reaſon of this Haſte ? 

Fri, I wou'd I knew not why it ſhou*d be ſlack'd. 

| : [ Aide, 

Look, Sir, here comes the Lady t'wards my Cell. 


Enter Juliet. 


Paris, Welcome, my Love, myLady, and my Wife. 
Jul. That may be, Sir, when I may be a Wife. 
Paris. That may be, muſt be, Love, on Tburſday 
next. 
Jul. What muſt be, ſhall be. 
Paris. Come you to make Confeſſion to this Fa- 
ther? 
Jul. To anſwer that, were to confeſs to you. 
Paris. Do not deny to him that you love me? 
Jul. T will confeſs to you, that I love him. 
Paris. So will you, I am ſure, that you love me. 
Jul. If I do fo, it will be of more Price, 
Being ſpoke behind your back, than to your Face, 
Paris. Poor ſoul, thy Face is much abus'd with 
Tear N 
Jul. The Tears have got ſmall Victory by that: 
For it was bad enough before their Spite. | 
Paris. Thou wrong'ſt it more than Tears with that 
Report. $5 
Ful. That is no Slander, Sir, which is but Truth, 
And what I ſpeak, I ſpeak it to my Face. 
Paris, Thy Face is mine, and thou hath ſlander'd it. 
Ful. It may be ſo, for it is not my own. 
Are you at leifure, holy Father, now, 
Or ſhall I come at Evening Maſs ? | 
Fri. My Leiſure ſerves me, penſive Daughter, now 
My Lord, I muſt entreat the Time alone. 


Paris, 
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Paris, Heaven ſhield I ſhou'd diſturb Devotion: 
Juliet, farewell, and keepthis holy. Kiſs. [ Exit Paris. 

Ful. Go ſhut the Door, and when thou haſt done fo 
Come hi. with me, paſt Hope, paſt Cure, paſt 

elp. | 

Fri. O, Juliet J already know your Grief, 
T hear thou muſt, and nothing may prorogue it, 
On Thur/dry next be married to the Count, 

Jul. Tell me not Friar that thou hear*ſt of this, 
Unleſs thou tell me how I may prevent it : 
If in thy Wiſdom thou can'ſt give no Help, 
Do thou but call my Reſolution wiſe, _ 
And with this Dagger I'll help it preſently. 
Heaven join'd my Heart and Romeo's, thou our Hands; 
And ere this Hand, by thee to Romeo ſeal'd, 
Shall be the Label to another Deed, 
Or my true Heart with treacherous Revolt 
Turn to another, this ſhall lay them both: 
Therefore out of thy long-experienced Time, 
Give me ſome preſent ola or behold 
Twixt my Extreams and me, this bloody Dagger 
Shall play the Umpire: Arbitrating that, 
Which the Commiſſion of thy Years and Art 
Cou'd to no Iſſue of true Honour bring: 
Speak, and be brief; for I deſire to die. 
If what thou ſprak'ſt, ſpeak't not of Remedy. 

Fri. Hold Daughter, I do ſpy a kind of Hope, 
Which craves as deſperate an Execution, | 
As that is deſperate which we wou*d prevent. 
If rather than to marry with Count Paris 
Thou haſt the Strength or Will, to lay thyſelf; 
Then it is likely thou wilt undertake _ : 
A Thing like Death to chide away this Shame, 
That cop'ſt with Death itſelf, to ſcape from it, 
And if thou dar'ſt Pl} give the Remedy 

Jul. O bid me leap, rather than marry Paris, 
From off the Battlements of yonder Tower: 
Or chain me to ſome ſteepy Mountain's Top 
Where roaring Bears, and ſavage Lions roam; 
Or ſhut me nightly in a Charnel Houle, 

E Ober 
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O'er-cover'd quite with dead Men's ratling Sculls, 
'Or bid me go into a new made Grave, 
And hide me with a dead Man in his Shroud ; 


Things that to hear them nam'd, have made me 


tremble ; 


And I will do it without Fear or Doubr, 


To hve an unſtain'd Wife to my ſweet Love. | 
Fri. Mind Juliet, hie thee Home, get thee to Bed: 

(Let not thy Nur ſe lie with thee in tiy Chamber: 

And when thou art alone, take thou this Phial, 

And this diſtilled Liquor drink thou off, 

When preſently thro? all thy Veins ſhall run 

A cold and drowſy Humour, which fhall ſeize 


Each vital Spirit; for no Pulſe ſhall keep 


His natural Progreſs, but ſurceaſe to beat; 

No Warmth, no Breath ſhall teſtify thou liveſt ; 
And in this borrow'd Likeneſs of ſhrunk Death 
Thou ſhalt continue two and forty Hours, 

And then awake as from a pleaſant Sleep, 

Now when the Bridegroom in the Morning comes 
To rouſe thee from thy Bed, there art thou dead; 
Then as the Manner of our Country is, | 
In thy beſt Robes uncover'd, on the Bier, 

Be borne to Burial in thy K indred's Grave: 

Thou ſhalt be borne to that ſame arcient Vault 
Where all the Kindred of the Capnlet's lie; 


In the mean time againſt thou ſhalt awake 


Shall Romeo by my Letters know our Drift, 
And hither ſhall he come; and he and I 

Will watch thy waking, and that very Night. 
Shall Romeo bear thee hence to Mantua; 

If no unconſtant Toy nor womaniſh Fear 
Abate thy Valour in the acting it. 

Jul. Give me, oh give me, tell me not of Fear. 
Hi. Now get you gone, be ſtrong and proſperous 
In this Reſolve, II fend a Friar with Speed 
To Mantua, with my Letters to thy Lord. 

Jul. Love give me Strength, and Strength ſhall 

Help afford. | 


SCENE, 
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SCENE, Capulet's Garden. 


Enter Capulct, Lady Capulet, Nurſe, and tuo of 
| three Servants, 


Cap. So many Gueſts invite as here are writ z 
What is my Daughter gone to Friar Laurence ? 

Nurſe. Ay, torſooth. 

Cap. Well, he may chance to do ſome good on her; 
A peeviſh ſelf wild Harlotry it is, 


Enter Julict. 


Nurſe. See where ſhe comes from her Confeſſion. 
Cap. How now my Head-ftrong ? Where have you 
been gadding ? 
Jul. Where | have learnt me to repent the Sin 
Of diſobedient Oppoſition 
To you and your Beheſts; and am enjoin'd 
By holy Laurence to fall proſtrate here, 
And beg your Pardon: Pardon, I beſeech you! 
Hence- forward I am ever ruPd by you 
Cap. Send for the Count, go quick, tell him of 
this : 
I'll have this Knot knit up immediately, 
Jui. I met the youthful Lord at Laurence Cell, 
And gave him what becoming Love I might, 
Not ſtepping o'er the Bounds of Modeſty. 
Cap. Why, I am glad on't; this is well. 
Jul. Nurſe, will you go with me into the Cloſet, 
To help me fort ſuch needful Ornaments, 
As you think fit to furniſh me To-morrow ? 
Cap. Go Nurſe, go with her; we'll to Church 'ith? 
| Morning. \ vga 4 and Nurſe. 
L. Cap. We ſhall be ſhort in our Proviſions 
"Tis now paſt Night. 
Cap. Tuſh, I'll ſtir about, 
And all Things ſhall be well, I warrant thee, Wife: 
(30 thou to Juliet, help to deck up her; 
Pil not to Bed To- night, let me alone: 
I'II play the Houſewife for this once. What ho! 
They are all forth; well, I will walk my {lf 
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To Paris, to prepare him up 


My Heart's wond'rous light, 


Since this fame way ward Girl is ſo reclaim'd. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE, Juliet's Chamber. 


Juliet and Nurſe, 


Jul. Ay, thoſe Attires are beſt ; but, gentle Nurſe, 
J pray thee leave me to my ſelf To- night: 
For I have need of many Oriſons 
To move the Heavens to ſmile upon my State, 


. Which, well thou know'ſt, is croſs and full of Sin. 


Enter Lady Capulet. | 
L. Cap. What, are you buſy, do you need my 
| Help? | 
Jul. No, Madam; we have cull'd ſuch Neceſſaries 
As are behoveful for our State To-morrow : 
So, pleaſe you, let me now be left alone, 
And let the Nurſe this Night ſet up with you; 
For I am ſure you have your Hands full all, 
In this ſo ſudden Buſineſs, 
L. Cap. Good- night, 
Get thee to Bed and reſt, for thou haſt need. [ ZExeunt. 
Jul. Farewell Heaven knows when we ſhall meet 
again! 13 
T have a faint cold Fear thrills thro? my Veins, 
That almoſt freezes up the Heat of Lite. 8 
Ill call them back again to comfort me. 
Nur ſe what ſhou'd ſhe do here? 


My diſmal Scene I needs muſt act alone: 


Come -- aw if this Mixture do not work at 
all? | 

Shall I of Force be married to the Count ? 
No, no; this ſhall forbid it; lie thou there: 

| | [Conceals a Dagger under ber Rabe. 
What if it be a Poiſon, which the Friar 
Subt'ly hath miniſtred, to have me dead, ; 
Leaſt in this Marriage he ſhould be diſhonour'd, 
Becauſe he married me before to Rm 
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I fear it is; and yet, methinks it ſhou'd not, 

For he hath ſtill been try'd a holy Man 
How, if when Jam laid into the Tomb, 

I *'wake before the Time that Romeo 

Comes to redeem me? There's a fearful Point! 
Shall 1 not then be ſtifled in the Vault, 
To whoſe foul Mouth no healthſome Air breathes inÞ | 
Or, if I live, it is not very like 

The horrible Conceit of Death and Night, 
Together with the Terror of the Place, 

As in a Vault an ancient Receptacle, 

Where for theſe many hundred Years the Bones 
Of all my buried Anceſtors are pack'd; 

Where bloody Tibalt, yet but green in Earth, 

Lies feſt'ring in his Shroud, where as they fay, 

At ſome Hours of the Night Spirits reſort 
Alas! alas! is it not like, that I. 

So early waking, what with loathſome Smells, 
And Shrieks like Mandrakes torn out of the Earth, 
That living Mortals hearing them run mad 
Or, if I *wake, ſhall I not be diſtraught, 
Inviron'd with all theſe hideous Fears, ) 

And madly play with my Forefathers Joints, 

And pluck the mangled T:balt from his Shroud ? 
And in this Rage, with ſome great Kinſman's Bone 
As with a Club, daſh out my deſp'rate Brains? 
O look! methinks I'ſee my Couſin's Ghoſt 
Seeking out Romeo——Tibalt, get thee gone, 

| ** I come! this do I drink to thee, 


SCENE, « Hall. 


Enter Lady Capulet and Nurſe. 
L. Cap. Hold, take theſe Keys, and fetch more 


Spices, Nurſe. 


Nurſe. They call for Dates and Quinces in the 
Paſtry, | 65 


| R 3 Enter 
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Enter Capulet. 
- Cap. 8 ſtir, ſtir, ſtir, the ſecond Cock hath 


crowed, 
Firſt Mattin's Bell hath rung, 'tis four e' Clock: 
Look to the bak*d Meats, good Angelica 
Spare not for Coſt. 
L. Cap. Go, you Cot-Quean, g0; g 
Get you to- bed; "Aaith you'll be ſick To-morrow 
For this Night's watching, 
Cap. No not a whit; what I have watch'd ere now 
All Night for a leſs Cale: and ne*er been lick. 
L. Cap. Ay, you have been a Mouſe-hunt in your 
Time, 
But I will watch you, from ſuch watching, now. 
Exit. L. Cap. and Nurſe, 
Cap. A jealous-hood, a jealous-hooden—— 
Good faith *tis Day 
Young Paris will be here with Muſick ſtrait, 
For fo he ſaid he would. I hear him near. 
Nur ſe, — what ho? What Nurſe I ſay? . 


Enter Nurſe, 
Go waken Juliet, go, and trim her up, 


I'll go and chat with Paris: Hie, make haſte, | 
Make haſte, I ay, . [Exit. Cap. 


SCENE draws and diſcovers Juliet on a Bed. 
Nurſe. Miſtreſs, what Miſtreſs ! Fuliet—faft, I. 


warrant her, | 
Why Lamb—why Lady—Fie you llug-a- bed— 
Oh! ho! * dreſt and in your Cloaths and down 
again 
I muſt — you, Lady, Lady, Lady, 
Alas! alas! help! help! my Lady 's dead, 
O well-a-day, that ever I was born ? 


Enter Lady Capulet. 


. Cap. What Noiſe is here ? 
oi Narſe. 
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Nurſe, O lamentable Day! 
IL. Cap. What is the Matter? 
Nurſe. Look——oh heavy Day! 
L. Cap. Oh me, oh me, my Child, my only Lifel 
Revive, look up, or I will die with thee, 


Enter Capulet. 
Cap. For Shame bring Juliet forth, her Lord is 


come, 

Nurſe. She's dead, deceas'd, ſhe's dead, alack the 

6-2." 

Cap. Ha ! let me ſee her——alas ſhe's cold, 
Her Blood is ſettled and her Joints are Riff, 
Life and theſe Lips have long been ſ-parated : a 
Peath lies on her like an untimely Froſt 
* Upon the ſweeteſt Flower of the Field. 
Accurſed Time! unfortunate old Man |! 


Enter Friar Laurence and Paris, with Muficians. 


Fri, Come, is the Bride ready to go to Church ? 
Cap, Ready to go, but never to return. 

O Son the Night before the Wedding-day 

Hath Death lain with thy Wife: See, there ſhe lies, 

Flower as ſhe was, deflower'd now by him: 

Death is my Son- in- law. 

Paris. Have I thought long to ſee this N $ 
Face, 
And doth it give me ſuch a Sight as this? 
I. Cap. Moſt miſerable Hour that Time e'er faw 
In laſting Labour of his Pilgrimage; 

But one Child to rejoice and ſolace in, 

And cruel Death hath caught it from my Sight. 
Nurſe. OhWoe molt lamentable, moſt woctul Day. 
Fri. Peace, for ſhame |! 

Cap. All things that we ordained Feſtival, 

Turn from their Office to black Funeral ; 

Our Inſtruments to melancholy Bells ; 

Our Wedding chear to a ſad Funeral Feaſt : 

Our ſolemn Hymns to ſullen Dirges change, 

And Bridal Flowers ſerve for a buried Coarſe. £ 


wo: E 4 Fri, 
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Fri. Your Daughter lives in Peace and Happineſs | 

And it is vain to wiſh it otherwiſe, 

Heaven and yourſelf had part in this fair Maid, 

Now Heaven hath all 

Then as the Cuſtom of our Country is, 

In all her beſt and ſumptuous Ornaments 

Convey _ where her Anceſtors lie tombyd. [Exeunt 


oer V. 
SCENE, near the Walls of Verona, 


Enter Romeo. 


Rkſome Suſpence creates perplexing Thoughts; 
I Therefore no longer cou'd | reſt in Mantua 
But boldly have I ventured to Verona, 

Altho? it be at Hazard of my Life: 

®Tis better know the worſt, than be in doubt, 
Yet, if I truſt the Flattery of Sleep, 

My Dreams pre ſage ſome joyful News at hand: 

My Boſom's Lord fits lightly on his Throne, 

And ev*n now an unaccuſtom'd Spirit 

Lifts me above the Ground with chearful Thoughts. 
I dreamt my Lady came and found me dead, | 
(Strange Dream that gives a dead Man leave to think) 
And breath'd ſuch Life with Kiſſes in my Lips, 
That I revived, and was an Emperor. 

Ah, me! how iweet is Love itſelf poſſeſt, 
When but Love's Shadows are ſo rich in Joy? 

Why does my Servant ſlack his Expedition? 


Enter Romeo's Man. © 
O! he return How now, Balibazar g 
Do'ſt thou not bring me Letters from the awe 
ow 


How doth my Lady? Is my Father well? 
How doth my Fuliet That J aſk again, 
For nothing can be ill, if ſhe be well. 
Bal. Then ſhe is well, and nothing can be ill, 
Her Body ſleeps in Capulet's Monument, 
And her immortal Part with Angels lives: 
I ſaw her laid low in her Kindred's Vault, 
And preſently took Poſt to tell it you: 
O pardon me for bringing theſe ill News, 
Rom. Is it even ſo? Then I defy you, Stars! 
Haſte thee, Balthazar, get me Ink and Paper, 
And meet me near the Abbey of St. Mary. 
Bal. Pardon me, Sir, I dare not leave you thus, 
Your Looks are pale and wild, and do import 
Some Miſadyenture. 
Rom. Tuſh, thou art PIRIE Y | 
Leave me, and do the Thing I bid thee do.: 
Haſt thou no Letters to me from the Friar ? 
Bal. No, good my Lord. 
Rom. No Matter, get thee gone; | 
See thou art ſpeedy, Pll de with you ſtrait. 


Well, Juliet, I will lie with thee To-night, 
But for the Means O Miſchief ! thou art quick 
To enter in the Thought of deſp*rate Men ! 
© I do remember an Apothecary, 
And hereabouts he dwells, whom late I noted 
In tattered Weeds, with overwhelming Brows, 
© Culling of Simples; meagre were his Looks, 
* Sharp Miſery had worn him to the Bones : 
And in his needy Shop a Tortoiſe hung, 
An Alligator ſtuff*d, and other Skins 
Of ill. 5 Fiſhes, and about his Shelves 
A beggarly Account of empty Boxes, | 
Green Earthen Pots, Bladders, and muſty Seeds, 
© Remnants of Pack- thread, and old Cakes of Roles | 
Were thinly ſcatter*d to make up a Show.“ 
Noting his Penury, to myſelf J ſaid, 
And if a Man did need a Poiſon now, 
Whoſe Sale incurs the Penalty of Death, 
Here. 
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[ Exit Bal. 
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Here lives a Caitiff Wretch would ſell it him. 


Oh this ſame Thought did but fore-run my Need, 


And this ſame needy Man mult ſel] it me. 
As I remember, this ſhould be the Houſe. 
Being Holy-day, the Beggar's Shop is ſhut. 
What ho! Apothecary ' 


Enter Apathecary. 


Apot. Who calls ſo loud ? 

Rom. Come hither Man, I ſee that thou art poor 
Behold, here's forty Ducats, let me have 
A Dram of Poiſon ſuch ſoon-ſpreading Geer, 

As will diſperſe itſelf thro? all the Veins, 

That the Life-weary Taker may fall dead ; 

And that the Trunk may be diſcharg'd of Breath, 
As violently as haſty Powder fired 

Doth hurry from the fatal Cannons Womb. 

 Apot. Such mortal Drugs I have, but our Laws 
Speak Death to any he that utters them. 

Rom. Art thou ſo bare and full of Wretchedneſs, 
And feareſt to die? Famine is in thy Cheeks, 
Need and Oppreſſion ſtare within thine Eyes, 
Contempt and Beggary hang on thy Back : 

The World is not thy Friend, nor the World's Law 
The World affords no Law to make thee rich: 
Then be not poor but break it, and take this. 

- Apot, My Poverty, but not my Will, conſents. Exit. 

Ram. I pay thy Poverty, and not thy Will. 

Ajot. returns. Put this in any liquid Thing you will, 
And drink it off, and if you had the Strength 
Of twenty Men, it wou'd diſpatch you ſtrait. 


Rom. There is the Gold, worſe Poiſon to Men's 


Souls, 
Doing more Murder in this Joathſome World, 
Than theſe poor Compounds that thou may'*ſt not ſell : 
J ſell thee Poiſon, thou haſt ſold me none. | 
Farewell, buy Food, and get thee into Fleſh, 
And now for 7ulie/s Monument. 


SCENE; 
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SCENE, the Outide of the Convent. 


Enter Friar John to Friar Laurence. 


John, Holy Franciſcan Friar, Brother! ho! 
Lau. This ſame ſhould be the Voice of Friar Jobn, 
Welcome from Mantua; what ſays Romeo ? 
Or, if his Mind be writ, give me his Letter. 
Jobn. Going to find a bare-foot Brother out, 
One of our Order, to aſſociate me, 
Here in this City viſiting the Sick ; 
And finding him, the Searchers of the Town 
Suſpecting that we both were in a Houſe 
Where the infectious Peſtilence did reign, 
Scal'd up the Doors, and wou'd not let us forth, 
So that my Speed to Mantua there was ſtay'd, 
Lau, Who bore my Letter then to Romeo ? 
7.hn. I could not ſend it; here it is again, 
Nor get a Meſſenger to bring it thee, 
So fearful were they of Infection. 
Lau, Unhappy Fortune ! by my Brotherhood, 
The Letter was not nice, but full of Charge, 
Of dear Import, and the neglecting it 
May do much danger. Friar Jobn, go hence, 
Get me an Iron Crow, and bring it ſtrait 
Unto my Cell. | 
Jobn. Brother, I'll go and bring it thee, { Exit, 
Lau. Now muſt I to the Monument alone: 
Within theſe three Hours will fair Juliet wake 
She will beſhrew me much, that Romeo 
Hath had no notice of theſe Accidents : 
But I will write again to Mantua, 
And keep her at my Cell till Romeo come. 


Poor living Coarſe, clos'd in a dead Man's wer —— 
| 1. 
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SCENE, à Church-yard, in it ſeveral Monuments 
belonging to the Capulets, 


Enter Paris and his Page with a Torch. 
Paris. Boy. Under yond Yew-Tree lay thee all 


along, X 

Laying thy Far cloſe to the hollow Ground ; 
So ſhall no Foot upon the Church-Yard tread, 
(Being looſe, unfirm, with digging up of Graves) 
But thou ſhalt hear it: Whiſble then to me, 
As Signal that thou heareſt ſomething approach, 
Give me thoſe Flowers. Do as I bid thee ; go. 

Page, I am almoſt afraid to ſtand alone 
Here in the Church- Yard, yet Iwill venture, [ Ex... 

Paris. Sweet Flower! with Flowers thy bridal Bed 

I ſtrew ; 

Fair Juliet, that with Angels doſt remain, 
Accept this lateſt Favour at my Hand, 

That living honoured thee, and being dead 
With funeral Obſequies adorn thy Tomb. 

| n [The Bey whiſtles, 

The Boy gives warning, ſomthing doth approach— 
What curſed Foot wanders this Way To-night, 
To croſs my Obſequies and true Love's Rite ? 
What with a Light ? Muffle me, Night, a while, 


Enter Romeo and Balthazar with a Light. 


Rem. Give me the wrenching Iron. 
Take this Letter, early in the Morning 
See thou deliver it to my Lord and Father. 
Hang up the Light; upon thy Life, I charge thee, 
What &er thou hear'ſt, or ſeeſt, ſtand all aloof, 
And do not interrupt me in my Courſe, 
Why I deſcend into this Bed of Death 
Is partly to behold my Lady's Face : 
But chiefly to take thence from her dead Pinger 
A precious Ring, a Ring that 1 muſt uſe 
In dear Employment; therefore hence be gone: 


ts 


l 


ROME OA LIET. 61 


But if thou jealous doſt return to pry 
In what I further ſhall intend to do, 
By Heaven I will tear thee Joint by Joint, 
And ſtre this hungry Church-Yard with thy Limbs; 
The Times and my Intents are favage, wild, 
More fierce and more inexorable far 
Than empty Tygers, or the roaring Sea. 
Bal. I will be gone, Sir, and not trouble you. 
Rom. — ſhalt thou win my Favour. Take thou 
that, 
Live and be proſperous, and farewell, good Fellow, 
Bal. For all this, I'Il not move far: 
His Looks, I fear, and his Intents I doubt. [ Exit. 
Rom. Thou deſtable Maw, thou Womb of Death. 
Gorged with the deareſt Morſel of the Earth, 
This ſhall enforce thy rotten Joys to open, 
[ Breaking open tbe Monument. 
And indeſpite, I'll cram thee with more Food. 
Paris. This is that baniſh'd haughty Mountague, 
That murder*'d my Love's Couſin ; (with which Grief 
It is ſuppoſed the fair Creature died) 
And here is come to do ſome villainous ſhame 
To the dead Bodies: Ill apprehend him, 
Stop thy unhallowed Toll vile Mountague. 
Can Vengeance be purſued further than Death ? 
Condemned Villain, I do apprehend thee ; 
Obey, and go with me, for thou muſt die. | 
Rom. I muſt indeed, and therefore came I hither 
Good gentle Youth, tempt not a deſperate Man, 
Fly hence, and leave me. Think upon theſe gone. 
Let them affright thee ! 1 beſeech thee, Youth, 
Pull not another Sin upon my Head, | 
By urging me to fury. O, be gone! 
By Heaven, I love thee better than myſclt z 
For I came hither arn'*d againſt myſelf, 
Paris. I do defy thy Commiſeration, 
And apprehend thee for a Felon here. 
Rom, Wilt thou provoke me ? Then have at thee, 


Boy. 
[They fight, Paris falls. 


Paris, 
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Paris, Oh, Iam ſlain! if thou be merciful, 
Open the Tomb, lay me with Juliet. 

Rom. In faith I will : Let me peruſe this Face— 
Mercutio's Kinſman! Paris! Fare thee well. 

Since in Misfortune's Book with me thou art writ 

P11 bury thee in a triumphant Grave. 

For here lies Julie. Oh my Love, my Wife, 

Death that hath ſuck'd the Honey of thy Breath 

Hath had no Power yet upon thy Beauty 

That is not conquer'd, Beauty's Enſign yet 

Is crimſon in thy Lips, and in thy Cheeks, 

And Death's pale Flag is not advanced there. 

Why art thou ſo fair? Shall I believe 

'Fhat unſubſtantial Death is amorous, 

And that the lean abhorred Monſter keeps 

Thee here in dark, to be his Paramcur: 

For fear of that, III ſtay with thee for ever, 

Come bitter Conduct, thou unſavoury Guide: 

Here's to my Love [Drinks the Poiſon. 
And now Eyes look your laſt, 

Arms take your laſt — whilſt on theſe Lips 

I fix the Seal of an eternal Contract. 

She breathes and ſtirs—U— [Juliet wakes. 

Jul. In the Tomb. Where am I? Bleſs me, Heaven! 
Tis very cold: And yet here's ſomething warm 

Rom, She lives, and we ſhall both be made im- 

| mortal. 
Speak, ſpeak my Juliet, ſpeak ſome heavenly News, 
And tell me how the Gods deſign to treat us. 

Jul. O! T have ſlept a long ten thouſand Years. 
What have they done with me? I'll not be us'd thus? 
ll not wed Paris: Romeo is my Huſband, 

Is he not, Sir? Methinks you're very like bim. 
Be good as he is, and protect me. 

— Juliet, Hah ! : | 
Wilt thou not own me? Am I then but like him? 
Much, much indeed Pm chang*d from what I was z 
And neer ſhall be my ſelf, if thou art loſt, 
Jul. The Gods — heard my Vous; it is my 

Komeo. 
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Did not Heav*n's Pow'rs a 
And when thou told'ſt the Tale of thy Diſaſters, ' 
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Once more they have reſto;* Him to my Eyes. 
Hadſt thou not come, ſure I had ſlept for ever. 


But there's a ſovereign Charm in thy Embraces, 
'That might do Wonders, and revive the Dead. 


Rom. Ill Fate no more, my Juliet, now ſhall. 


part us, 
Nor cruel Parents, nor . Laws. 


wonder at our Loves? 


Was there not Sadneſs and a Gloom amongſt em? 

I know there was; and they in pity ſent thee, 

Thus to redeem me from this Vale of Torments, 

And bear me with thee to thoſe Hills of Joys, 

This World's groſs Air grows burthenſome already. 

I'm all a God; ſuch heav'nly Joys tranſport me, 

That mortal Senſe grows ſick, and faints with laſting, 

[ Dies. 

Jul. Oh! to recount my Happineſs to thee, 

To open all the Treaſure of my Soul, 

And ſhew thee how *tis fill'd, would waſte more Time 

Than ſo impatient Love as mine can ſpare. 

He's gone! he's dead! breathleſs : Alas! my Romeo, 


A Phial too: here, here has been his Bane. 


O Churl ! drink all? Not leave one friendly Drop 
For your poor Wife. Yet I'll drain thy Lips. 
Perhaps fome welcome Poiſon may hang there, 
To help me to o'ertake thee on thy Journey. 
They're cold and damp as Earth. Hah ! Stains of 
Blood | 
And a Man murder'd *tis the unhappy Paris. 
Who fix their Joys on any Thing that's mortal, 
Let %*em behold my Portion and Deſpair. 
Oh! I could rend the Air with Lamentations, 
And rouſe the dead up from their darkſome Graves, 
Let Heart felt Rage, Diſtraction, and Deſpair, 
Seize all the World till they grow mad as I am. 
Watch Within, Lead Boy. Which way ? 
Jul. What Noiſe is that!] will have no Prevention. 


Then I'll be brief. Come well - ſecreted Dagger. 


[Srabs her ſelf. 
This 
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This is thy Sheath, there ruft and let me die? 

"Tis o' er my Eyes grow dim. Where is my Love? 
Have I caught you! now, now, we'll part no more. 
| [Falls on Romeo, and dies. 


Enter a Page with Watch, &c. 
Page. This is the Place where yonder Light doth 


burn. | 
Watch. The Ground is bloody. Search all about 
the Church ; 
Go ſome of you, whom e' er you find attack. 
Go tell the Prince, run to the Capulets, 
Raiſe up the Mountagues, ſome others ſearch 


Enter ſome of the Watch with Romeo's Man. 


 2dWatch, Here's Romeo's Man, we found him in 
the Church-yard, 

1% Watch. Hold him in Safety till the Prince comes 
hither, | | 
| Enter Friar, and a third Watchman, 
2d Watch. Here's a Friar, from whom we took 

this Iron and this Spade. | 
© 1 Watch, Stay the Friar too. Let none eſcape. 
Friar, leoking on ihe Bodies. Juliet, I came to free 
thee from the Grave, 
But little thought to find thee faſt in Death. 
What! Romeo too? III- fated lovely Pair. 
Oh! dire Effect of moſt unhappy Error ! 


Enter the Prince, and Attendants, 


Prince. What Miſadventure is fo early up, 
That calls our Perſon from our Mornings Reſt ? 


Enter Capulet, and Lady Capulet. 
Cap. What ſhould it be that they ſo ſhriek abroad? 
L, Cap. The People in the Street cry Romeo, 
Some Juliet, and ſome Paris; and all run 
With open Outcry toward our Monument, 


Prince. What Fear is this that ſtartles in your Ears 1 
. « Fob ©. 1/6 
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I Watch. Sovereign, here lies noble Lord Paris 
flain, and Romeo dead, and Julie? warm and new 
kill'd. | 

Prince. Search, ſeek, and know how this foul Mur- 
der comes. | 

Watch. Here is a Friar, and ſlaughter'd Romeo's 
Man, with Inſtruments upon them fit to open theſe 
deid Men's Tombs. | 
Cap. Oh Haven! oh Wife, look how our Daughter 

bleeds ! 
Oh me! this Sight of Death is as a Bell, 
That warns my old Age to a Sepu'chre. 


Enter Mountague. 


Prince, Lord Mountague, thou art full early up, 
To ſee thy Son and Heir now early fallen. 
Mount. Alas! my Liege, my Wife is dead To- 
night, 
Grief of my Son's Exile hath ſtopt her Breath. 
What further Woe conſpires ag inſt my Age? 
Prince, Look where thy Son lies dead. 
Mount. O thou untaught ! what Manners is in this, 
To preſs before thy Father to a Grave? 
Prince, Seal up the Mouth of Outrage for a while, 
"Till we can clear theſe Ambiguities, 
And let Miſchance be Slave to Patience. 
Bring forth the Parties of Suſpicion. 
Fri. I am the greateſt, able to do leaſt, 
Yet moſt ſuſpected as the Time and Place 
Doth make againſt me, of this direful Murder; 
And here I ſtand both to impeach and purge 
My ſelf condemned, and my ſelf excus'd. 
"_ Then fay at once what thou doſt know in 
this. 
Fri. Romeo, there dead, was Huſband to that Juliet. 
I married them; to which her Nurſe was witneſs, 
Early next Day fair Juliet comes to me, 
And with wild Looks bid me deviſe ſome Means, 
Which might prevent her Marriage with young Paris, 
Or in my Cell there would ſhe kill herſelf, 
| F 1 
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Then gave ] her (ſo tutor'd by my Art) 

A ſleeping Potion, which ſo took Effect 

As I intended, for it wrought on her 

The Form of Death. Meantime I write to Romeo, 

That he ſhould hither come as this dire Night, 

To help to take her from her borrowed Grave; 

Being the Time the Potion's Force ſhould ceaſe. 

But he which bore my Letter, Friar John, 

Was ſtay'd by Accident; and Yeſternight 

* Return'd my Letter back; then all alone, 

At the prefixed Hour of her awaking, 

Came I, to take her from her Kindred's Vault; 

Meaning to keep her cloſely at my Cell, 

Till I conveniently could ſend to Romeo. 

If this be not the Truth, let my old Life 

Be ſacrificed ſome Hours before its Time, 

Unto the Rigour of ſevereſt Law. | 
Prince. We till have known thee for a holy Man. 

Where's Balthazar, what can he ſay to this? 


Bal. I brought my Maſter News of Juliet's Death, 


And then he came to this ſame Monument: 
This Letter he bid me early give his Father, 
And threat'ned me with Death going to the Vault, 
If I departed not, and left him there. | 
Prince. Give me the Letter, I will look on it. 
Where is Count Pari“ Page that rais'd the Watch? 
What brought your Maſter to this Place To- night? 
Page. He came with Flowers to ſtrew his Lady's 
SGrave, | 7 
And bid me ſtand aloof ; and fo I did. 
Anon comes one with Light to ope the Tomb, 
And by and by my Maſter drew on him; 
And then I ran away to call the Watch. 
Prince. * —6 Letter doth make good the Friar's 
ES Words, | 
Their Courſe of Love, the Tidings of her Death: 
And here he writes, that he did buy a Poiſon 
Of a poor Apothecary, and therewithal 
Came to this Vault to lie with Juliet. ä 
Wbere be theſe Enemies Capulet] and = 
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See what a Scourge is laid upon your Hate, 

That Heaven finds Means to kill your Joys with 
Love: 

And I for wink ing at your Diſcords too, 

Have loſt a Brace of Kinſmen : All are puniſh'd. 

Lord Mountague give Capulet thy Hand, 


And let all Hare be buricd in this Tomb. 


Cap. This is my Daughter's Jointurez for no more 
Can I demand. | 
Mount. But I can give thee more; 
For I wil! caiſe her Statue in pure Gold, 
That while Verona by that Name 13 known, 
There {hall no Figure at that Rate be ſer, 
As that of true and faithful Juliet. 
Cap. As rich ſha!l Romeo by his Lady lie, 
Poor Sactiiices of our Amity, 
Prince. A gloomy Peace this Morning with it 


'ngs, 
The Sun for Sorrow will not ſhew its Head : 
We'll hence to enquire farther of theſe Facts; 
And, as the Law directs, pardon or puniſh, 


Never true Lovers Story did impart 
More real Anguiſh tq a humane Heart. 
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A SERIO- COMIC 


APOLOGE 


For Part of the LIFE of 


Mr. Theophilus Cibber, 


COMEDIAN. 
Written by HIS EL 2, 


Ridentem dicere verum 
Quis vetar? Hon. 


In which is contained, 
A PROLOGUE, an EPILOGUE, and a POEM, 


Wrote on the Play of Romeo and JuL1EtT being , 
firſt Revived in 1744 ; 
Alſo ſome Addreſſes to the Publick, on different Occaſions ; 
LIKEWISE . 
Original LETTERS that paſſed between the late q 
Sir Thomas De Veil, and Mr. Theo. Cibber, F 
( Relating to the Stage raaf * 
On a Stop being put to the Playing at the Hay-Mar let. 
Interſperſed with 
Memoirs and Anecdotes concerning the STAGE. 
Management and Theatrical Revolutions, in the 


Years 1744, 1745, and 1746, Ce. : 4 
AND | 4 

Curſory Obſervations on ſome Principal Performers; } 
Particularly 7 


Mr. Qu ix, Mr. Ryan, Mr. Delane, Mrs. Worrixo rox, 
Mrs. Ward, and Miſs Bellamy; 

Mr, Garrick, Mr. Barry, Mrs. Cibber, Mrs. Clive, 
Mrs. Pritchard, and Others. 


Zach puny Critick can Objefttons raiſe ; 
The greateſt Skill is knowing when to praiſe. BUCK. 


— 


Concluding with a Copy of Verſes, called, 
The Contrite Comedian's Confeſſion, 
In ſeſe tentat deſcendere, PzR8, 


| 
| 


SE RI O- CO MIG 
APOLOGY, Sa. 


POLO GIEs are now become the Mode, 
and who would be out of it? So I plead 
Faſhion for my appearing Abroad in this 
Manner,—Now, though it is a hazardous 
Taſk to fay any thing of one's Self, and an invidious 
One often to ſpeak even in the Praiſe of Others; yet, 
ſpite of the Imputation of a vain Egotiſt, or being 
thought the partial Flatterer of any one, I ſhall ven- 
ture at the following Memoirs, without any farther | 
prefatory Parade: I might indeed have made Uſe of 
a ſtale Device, and got ſome well-meaning Friend (a 
Man of great Judgment to be ſure, and quite ſkilled in 
all Matters relating to the Stage) to have wrote an In- 
troduction for me, my NModeſty being fearſul of the 
arduous Taſk, Such Things have paſſed; and it is - 
not out of our Memory, when a celebrated fatyrical 
Poem was fr into the World, by a military 


Champion (who Dymocł like) threw down his 
Gauntlet, to challenge All who dared to gainſay the 
Infallibility'of the great Pope—and who the Devil 
durſt ?=Nay, to the laſt Edition of this Work even a 
Reverend D—e has not declined ſetting his Name to 
an Introduction of this favourite Cub new lick'd, tho? 
he ſeems to have but little Excuſe for it, but his ſud. 

F 4 den 


(72) 
den great Friendſhip to the all-bepraiſed Poet, beſides 
the Pleaſure of abuſing a Man whom he ſcarce knew 
if he had met him; and indeed appeared as litcle -- 

uainted with, as he has fince proved himſelf to be- 
the right Reading of Shakeſpear, or a true Taſte of 
ticiſm : How far his Knowledge extends herein, any 
one may ſoon learn by dipping into Mr. }/-r-rt-ns 
new Edition of our great Dramatic Writer; or taking 
a View of Mr. Upton's Obſervations, &c. (a Work 
worthy any one's Peruſal) wherein his Reverendſhip's 
Tafte and Judgment, tho' but tenderly touched, may 
be ſeen in a pretty juſt Light. 

Beſides, had I taken this Method, my Friend might 
have gratified the Curiofity of the Public, by givin 
them a long Bead-Roll of various Parts, Tragic 7 
Comic, in every one of which I appeared with A p- 
plauſe ; and then haue added, The Teſtimonies of Au- 
thors in praiſe of my extraordinary Merits, collected 
from ranſacked Dedications, and Prefaces ; ſome long 
forgot, and ſome ſcarce read at all; or from quondam 
_ occaſional Copies of Verſes, the frequent Embellifh- 
ments of Daily News-Fapers, Weekly Journals and 
Monthly Magazines, which none (but the Praiſer or 
Praiſed) ever thought worth preſerving from the cruel 
Ravage of undiſcerning Chandlers, empty Trunk-ma- 
kers, and paltry partial Paſtry Cooks; — inveterate 
Enemies | Deſtroyers of all Puffs - but their own. 


« Theſe Things 4 Sheffield and a Pope has done.“ 


Under the diſad vantageous Want of ſuch introduc- 
tory Auxiliaries, I ſhall proceed ; and inform the Rea- 
der, the Play of Ro zo and Julie, as here reviſed, 
Sc. was firſt performed at the Little Theatre in the 
Haymarket on Sept. the 11th, 1744 and the preſent 
Publication of it gives Birth to this Apology, &c. 


4 Here 
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Here follows the PROLOGUE pete on the 
Revival of the Play. 


HE N hoſtile Arms to threat the Realms with - 


Chains, 

Ruſh, like a Deluge, o'er the neighb'ring Plains; 
Princes, amaz'd, behold th' aſpiring Foe, 
And Empires tremble at th* impending Blow. 
So may ſome mimic States behold, alarm'd, 
Theſe Forces rally*d, and our Heroes arm'd ; 
So may the haſty Troops, that we engage 
Afﬀrignt the neighb'ring Monarchs of the Stage. 
Reſt they in Peace—our Cauſe all Hate difowns, 
We vot attempt to ſhake their lawful Thrones ; 
No Plots have we,—no dire Cabals ! yes—One, 
One deep Deſign, indeed, we fairly own, 
Which fills each anxious Hero's Mind ;—and yet— 
That deep Deſign, in troth,—is but—to eat. 

To-night, we all your Clemency intreat, 
Conſcious of Errors numberleſs and great. 


Our Troops, undiſciplin'd, can barely ſhew, 


What, with Indulgence, they may hope to do : 
Bluſhing, we to your Mercy bend, and know, 
The gen'rous Mind till ſpares the proſtrate Foe. 
Young JANE“, the —_—_ Promiſe of our Spring, 
Your Favour to a beauteous Flow'r may bring; 

W hate*er her Genius, and whate'er her Mind, 

Yet in the Huſk of Infancy confin'd, 

Time, and Indulgence, can unfold alone : 

She the fair Bud—and you the rip'ning Sun. 


Kindly remember from what Root ſhe came, 


And own her juſt, hereditary Claim; 
Her Grandſire found a double Road to Fame, 


Some- 


* Mr. Cibber's Daughter by his firſt Wife, who play'd the 
Part of Juliet: She ſhewed a happy Genius: The uncommon 


. Applauſe of her Spectators manifeſted their thorough Appro- 


bation of her young Attempts, She was then but barely of 
Juliat's Age, viz.---not quite Fifteen, 


_ — Lo I OY . . 
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Sometimes you've ſmil'd upon her Sire's Endeavours; 
Who humbly hopes Continuance of your Favour 
Her Mother's Mem'ry freſh and fair ſurvives, 

And added Luſtre to the Daughter gives; 

By Nature's Self inſpir'd ſhe gain'd Applauſe, 

Let her Remembrance plead the Daughter's Cauſe ; 
Who, full of modeſt Terror, dreads t appear, 

But, trembling, begs a Father's Fate to ſhare. 


This Play was acted, at the aforeſaid Theatre, 
twelve Nights with Succeſs, I undertook the Part 
of Romeo, and performed to the Satisfaction of my 
Auditors, Jenny nightly improved in the Part of Ju- 
liet. Our Audiences were frequently numerous, and 
of the politeſt Sort. During the Run of the Play, the 
following Verſes were inſerted in one of the News- Pa- 
pers: They were the mere Effect of a young Gentle- 
man's Good- nature, who profeſſed his Admiration of 
Jane's Performance: This alone could be his Motive. 
We were neither of us acquainted with the Gentleman; 
the Verſes were ſome time in Print before I ever ſaw 
them; and it was a long time before I even learned 
the Author's Name : So he was quite a Volunteer in 
young 7ulict's Cauſe Here they are for your Peruſal, 
if you pleaſe, , | 


To Miſs ]Jz NNY C1BBER, in the Character 
| of JULIET. 


HEN Shakeſpear's Genius fir d young Juliet's 
; Tongue, | 
And, with Applauſe, the Roof theatric rung, 
The raptur'd Muſe her glad Aﬀent beſtow'd, 
And mixt her Acclamations with the Crowd : 
A generous Ardour, Fair One, more would pay, 
Take then the Plaudit of an artleſs Lay, 
Which, too, too weak to vindicate thy Name, 
Can but congratulate thy riſing Fame, 
And tell how ſenſibly my Heart was mov'd 
When Juliet own'd ſhe paſſionately lov'd ; 


What 


ces" 

What Pain I felt to hear the fond One grieve 
When baniſh'd Romes took his early Leave 
Fixt to remain a true and faithful Bride, 
How reſolute the ſleepy Charm ſhe try'd, 3» 
And, waking, plung'd the Poniard in her Side! 
So juit her Accent, fo correct her Air, 
My Soul confeſs'd a very Juliet there. 
Strange ! that affected Nature can impart 
Such real Pleaſure, and ſuch real Smart 
Yours is the Talent; whence our Hopes conceive 
Good Senſe and Freedom ſhall again revive ; 
Where damning Cuſtom could, unheard, prevail, 
Your Voice ſhall ſave the Poet and his Tale; 
Who will not liſten to your ſoothing Strain? 
Can Merit plead an Author's Cauſe in vain? 

Where Innocence and rip*ning Beauty meet, 
A ſolid Judgment and a piercing Wit; 
Theſe, on the Stage, Mankind, admiring, ſee, 
And theſe Mankind admire and trace in Thee ! 
Still, ſtill may Innocence thy Fortunes crown 
With virtuous Bliſs, and with a chaſte Renown ! 
Convince a doubtful and cenſorious Age 
Youth, uncorrupt, may tread the Britiſh Stage: 
Oh! never, Nymph, ſo fair a Cauſe decline, 
But, with unſully'd Luſtre, ever ſhine ! 
Thus, living, reign in every Breaſt belov'd, 

And ftand to all Poſterity approv'd. 


At this time there were, beſides myſelf, ſeveral Per- 
formers unemploy'd at the Theatres (why I was not 
engaged, will more at large appear in ſome Papers, and 
Addreſſes, c. hereunto annexed) who all began to look 
towards my {mall Rag of a Standard, now ſet up in 
the Haymarket; and no wonder in ſuch Circumſtances, 
if, like the ſhipwrecked Sailors in the Tempeſt, they 
were ready to cry, ASail ! a Sail] at the Sight of a 
white Apron. Our little Campaign opened with ſuch 
Appearanceof Succeſs, my much-ſuperior rival Poten- 
tate, the Monarch of Drury- lane, began to be jealous 
of what he at firſt laughingly affected to — Our 
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Forces encreaſed. — Mr, Mills, and his Wife, Mrs. 
Roberts, (ſince dead) Mr. Morgan, and ſome others, 
liſted under my Bit of a Banner. (Mr. Macklin and 
bis Wite were in Treaty with me, and Preliminary 
Articles were drawing up.) We found ourſelves able, 
among other Things, to play the Conſcious Lovers, for 
a Run of five or fix Nights, in which Jenny gained a 
ſtill farther Reputation in the Character of Indiana. 
Farticularly, it was played one filthy, foggy, diſmal, 
dreary Night, to a very good Audience, when one of 
the Theatres Royal debated, till very late, whether 
they ſhould play or no, to a molt ſcanty Company; 
and the other Theatie-H oyal forbore to light the Cans 
dles, which the thin Appearance they had would 
hardly enable them to pay for, and fo courteouſly diſ- 
miſſed the very few who through foul Weather had 
come to {.e them. 

Mrs. Clive (whoſe Merit needs no Commenda- 
tion) was among the Number of diſcarded Performers, 
— She took a Concert for her Benefit, and to that 
End hired the Little Theatre of me. She was ho- - 
noured with the Preſence of their Royal High- 
neſſes the Prince and Princeſs of Wales; and ma- 
ny Perſons of the firſt Diſtinction appeared in the 
Pit and Boxes: It was concluded ſhe was to be en- 
gaged with me, which probably might have been the 
Caſe had not a Power too great to be reſiſted put a 
Stop to our Proceedings. — Had ſhe become one of 
our Allies much farther might have been hoped, — 
But, on my Walking, and Chatting, for about half 
an Hour one Day, with Mr. Garrick, in Covent-Gar- 
den, who was not then engaged (it being early in the 
Seaſon) at any Theatre. — The Alarm immediately 
ſpread ; it was now no Time to trifle : Had the 
Queen of Hungary, in her Diſtreſſes, privately par- 
ley'd with the young Pruſſian Monarch, her Enemies 
could not have felt a greater Jealouſy than poſſeſſed 
Prince Charles Fleetwood (then Drury's potent Patentee) 
on this ominous and threatning Interview, He ſent 


one of his politick Emiſſaries, to fift from me, by 
way 
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way of Friendſhip, whether Mr. Garrick and I were 
likely to join Forces or no: And — to be ſure | — 
if there had been any Agreement between us, I would 
have told him all. Pauvre Diable! ſo he re- 
turn'd — juſt as wiſe as he came. Our Deſtruc- 
tion however was determined, and we had no better 
Chance than ſome Dutch Garriſons againſt the thun- 
dering Bombs of Marſhal Saxe. 3 

On this, ſtrong Application was made to our Supe- 
riors, in conſequence of which down came, from the 
Lord Ch-—berl—n's Office, a Noli Proſequi to our 


Proceedings, —— Soon after we fruitlefly preſented à 


Petition (ſigned by ſeveral Actors and Actreſſes, in 
behalf of themſelves and other disbanded Troops) 
which, like many other publick Petitions, deſtined to be 
over-look*d, but never to be look*d-over, was ordered 
to lie upon the Table Till the Sweeper perhaps 
bruſh'd it into the Fire: — On this I had Recourſe 
(not without Advice) to the following Expedient 3 
what was the Conſequence you'll know preſently : firſt 
read the Addreſs (if you've a Mind to it) — Here 
it is. 


An ADDREss fo the Pu BLIS ER from THE0- 
PHILUS CIBBER (late Comedian) now Maſier 
of the New Academy in the Hay-Market. 


Poor Turlura ! poor Tom ! 
That's ſomething yet; — Edgar I am no more. 
K. Lran. 


HOUGH Theatrical Caſes have been, of late, 
very much in Faſhion, it is with Reluctance I 
trouble the Town with any thing of this Sort; yet, I 


apprehend, the Neceſſity thereof will be fo evident, 
the Publick will excuſe it. 


I ſhall not tire the Patience of my Readers with 
bitter Invectives _ Patentees, or a partial Eulo- 
gium on myſelf : Their Behaviour the Ton is pretty 
well acquainted with, of which, as well as of my Ca- 


pacity 


* 
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pacity as a Performer, the Publick are left to judge for 
themſelves. The Beginning of the Winter. before 
this, at the preſſing Solicitations of Mr. Flee/wood to 
join his Company, I left Dublin, though ſolicited to 
ſtay there, on very handſome and advantageous Terms, 
But it may not, perhaps, be abſurd to make it known, 
that, laſt Summer, in three ſeveral Letters addreſſed 
to Mr. Fleetwood, J made him a Proffer of my Ser- 
vice, as an Actor, or Aſſiſtant- Manager, if he pleaſed 
to eraploy me as Either, or both, without any Sort of 
new Demand ; nay, indeed, I left the Terms for him 
to propoſe, and flatter'd myſelf, my long Study and 
Experience might merit ſome Conſideration ; he, it 
ſeems, thought otherwiſe. I. proffered him my 
Daughter's Service likewiſe, and waited upwards of Si 
Weeks for an Anſwer ; but he had not Good-nature 
enough (I had like to have ſaid Good-manners) to 
ſend me any Anſwer at all. I think there was not a 
Syllable, in any one of theſe Letters, could give the 
leaſt Offence. In the Concluſion of my laſt I told 
him — If he continued his Silence, I muſt interpret it 
as a Negative to my proffer'd Service z therefore what- 
ever Steps I took, I hoped he would not conſider %em 
as any Acts of Enmity towards him, but (as Self- pre- 
ſervation is the firſt Law of Nature) the Support of 
myſelf and Family required I ſhould not be idle; and 
I ſhould ever be deſirous of continuing his obliged 
Friend, and very humble Servant. 

In conſequence of this, on September the 11th, I, by 
Permiſſion, opened the Theatre in the Hay- market; 
the Succeſs I met with requires my grateful Acknow- 
ledgments. I humbly entreat the Ladies and Gentle- 
men who have countenanced my Endeavours there, to 

accept of my unfeigned Thanks for all their paſt Fa- 
vours. 

Permiſſion being diſcontinued, it behoves me to 
think how I am to live; and I wiſh to do it in ſuch a 
manner, as may yet add to the Diverſions of the 
Town, and in ſome ſort entitle me to their future Pro- 
n 4228 | | 

| *Tis 
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*Tis natural, in our Diſtreſſes, to apply to our 
Friends; I ſhall therefore call in to my Aſſiſtance one 
of the Siſter-Arts, viz. MUSIC K, and purpoſe to 
have frequent Concerts at the late Little Theatre in 
the Hay-Market, which I have taken to turn into an 
Academy, and will procure the beſt Hands and Voices 
I can engage. For my farther Support, I purpoſe to 
inſtruct (on very reaſonable Terms) ſuch young Per- 
ſons of Genius as I can find, in the Arts of Action 
and Elocution, Cc. ſo as to enable them to ſpeak 
with Propriety in Publick, whatever Station of Life 
they may be called to, whether the Stage, the Bar, the 
Pulpit, or the Senate; but more particularly in the 
T heatrical Way : Thus this Academy may become a 
Nurſery of Actors and Actreſſes, for the future Enter- 
tainment of the Town, when any Cafualty may de- 
prive the Play-houſes of thoſe Proficients who now 
appear on the different Stages. As 1 am adviſed 
by the Learned in the Laws of the Land, that no Ai of 
Parliament deems Ailing Malum in ſe, I ſhall not be 
afraid, for the better Inſtruction of my Pupils, the 
more to embolden them to a Stage, to permit them 
frequently (in Conjunction with my Aſſiſtants) pub- 
lickly to rehearſe ſeveral Pieces of our moſt celebrated 
Authors; and that the Town may be the Judges of the 
Progreſs they make in their Studies, thoſe Rebearſals 
(with proper Habits, Decorations, &c.) will be exht- 
bited Gratis: To which publick Rehearſals the Pa- 
tentees ſhall be alſo admitted, if they pleaſe to favour 
us with their Company, that thay may ſce whether the 
Academy does not afford ſome Ferformers ho might 
be no bad Addition to their preſent Companies. Pro- 
per Maſters will be — for the Inſtruction of 
Gentlemen and Ladies, in ſeveral other Branches of 
Polite Literature; and a Plan of the whole, with the 
Terms, Sc. annexed, will ſpcedily be publiſhed, 
Money will be taken for che Performances of the 

Concerts only; and the Eubibitien of the Public Re- 
bearſals will be always Gratis. Care will be taken that 
every thing ſhall be conducted with the utmoll 9 
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and Decorum; and ſuch due Regard paid to the Go- 
vernment, the Laws of the Land, Religion, Mora- 
lity, and the Peace of the Publick, that nothing, in 
the. leaſt offenſive to either, ſhall be ever counte- 
nanced ; but, on the contrary, all Offenders will be 
punithed as the Law directs. | | 
As a Servant of the Publick, I beg leave to ſubſcribe 


Their moſt obliged, devoted, 
_ — He Me? very humble Servant, 
October 30. 1944. THEO. CIBBER. 


Modus in dicendo quærendus. 


Sunt quidam aut ita lingua bæſitantes, aut ita voce 
abſoni, aut ita vultu motuque corporis vaſti atque agreſ- 
tes, ut etiamſi ingeniis atque arte valeant, tamen in doc- 
ſorum numerum venire non poſſint : Sunt autem quidem 
ita nature muneribus in iiſdem rebus habiles, ita ornati, 
ul non nati, ſed ab aliquo-Deo ficti eſſe e ; 

| icero. 


On November the iſt, the Academy was opened, — 
all was carefully and quietly conducted; the firſt Play 
was Romeo; the next was Cymbeline ; Jenny Cibber 

lay'd Imogen with no leſs Applauſe than had attended 

er other Performances : Money was taken to the 
Concert only, which laſted till near ſeven ; then the 
Doors of the Theatre were ſhut, and the Rehearſal of 
the Play (as propoſed) given gratis to all whoſe Cu- 
rioſity, or Leiſure, inclined them to ſtay, and none 

could be admitted for Money after the Play begun.— 
All yet was calm; but oh ! *"twas ominous! 


& For as we often ſee before ſome Storm, 
« A Silence in the Heavens, c. 
Vide HAMLET. 


- More Engines were ſet to work, to ſhake this new 
fangled Fabrick, this poor Academy ; which occa- 
honed the following literary Correſpondence _—_ 


\ I 
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the late Sir Thomas De Veil, Knight, Juſtice of Peace, 
Se. and Mr. Theophilus Cibber, then ftiled Maſter of 
the New Academy in the Hay-Market : Take 'em in 
the Order they were wrote, 


Sir TyHomMas to Mr, CIBBER. 
S IX, 


SEE by your Advertiſements, in regard to your 
Academical Performances, that they are of the 
ſame Nature as Mr, L—c—y's were ſome Years ago, 


which * him to a great deal of Trouble. Some 
pli 


ſtrong Applications are making now to give you 
ſome; of which I think proper to give you Notice, 
in this private Manner, that you may avoid it, as I 


wiſh you well, and am, Sir, 
| Your moſt bumble Servant, 


Tro. Deg VEII. 


Mr. CIBBER fo Sir THOMAS. 


SIX, 


Thank you for the Favour of yours, which I an- 
ſwered directly by Word of Mouth, that the Per- 


October 31, 1744. 


ſon might not wait whom you ſent: But now I take 


the Liberty of writing, left the Omiſſion ſhould appear 
want of Reſpe&t.— Without any Sort of Equivocation, 
I ſhall take Money only (To-morrow) for the Con- 
cert, which will be in a regular Manner. The Play 
that I rehearſe is abſolutely licenſed, tho? what Friends 
I permit to be at it I ſhall entertain gratis. The Ad- 
dreſs incloſed I believe clearly explains all that. As to 
the Scheme you mention of Mr. Z-c-y*s, no ſuch idle 
Thought could ever enter my Head : My ſteady At- 
tachment to the preſent happy Eftabliſhment, and Go- 
vernment is well known; l have even ſuffered for it. 
What he did, had I been (his Brother) on a Jury, I 
muſt have conſtrued a very notorious Lidel, or have 
given a Verdict againſt my Conſcience, My Intention 
is legally, loyally, honeſtly and peaceably to get a 

G Livelihood 


: 
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Livelihood for myſelf and Family. If any Perſon may 
imagine I do what is contrary to any Law, I am ready, 
on proper Notice, to order an Attorney to appear for 
me, to join Iflue, and fairly try it in the Court of 
King*s-Bench.—— When Sir Thomas, or any of his Fa- 
. mily, will favour me with their Company, I ſhall or- 
der Places to be kept for them ; and if your Health or 
Leiſure will not permit you, Sir, to do me that Ho- 
nour To-morrow, I ſhould be glad if you would ſend 
any of your Family (the Gentleman you ſent To-night, 
if you pleaſe) to fee, I aim only innocently to inſtruct 
and delight in a legal Way. 


Tam, Sir, &c. 


Sir THoMAs fo Mr. CIBBER. 
34 — | 


Was moved with Compaſſion when I read your 
Letter, at the Deſcription you gave of your own 
Situation, that is, to have your Bread to ſeek. As to 
your Attachment to the Government, I do not at all 
queſtion, nor do I believe that you would do any 
thing upon the Stage that ſhould cauſe its Reſentment. 
Bur as to your Law, I am afraid you greatly miſtake 
It, for in your Letter you ſay, That if any Body thinks 

you do any Thing againft Law, you are ready to tr 
the Cauſe, and join Iſſue with any that ſhall 3 
you: But the Merits of the Cauſe are not as you ſeem 
to ſtate them. It is no Matter whether the Play you 
act is licenſed or not; if it is not licenſed, it is directly 
flying in the Face of the Government; and if it is li- 
cenſed, you muſt ſhew your Licenſe for playing of it 
nor will you be attacked in the Manner you ſet out: 
All Players of Interludes, Drolls, Cc. who without a 
Patent from his Majeſty, Licenſe, or other proper Au- 
thority, take upon them to exhibit Plays to the Pub- 
lick (as they call it, gratis) but ſubjoined to any other 
lucrative Thing whatſoever exhibited at the ſame time, 
is nothing but an Evaſion of the Act of Parliament 
and every Player, Pupil, or Perſon acting under boy 
| De- 
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Denomination whatſoever, will fall immediately under 
the Laſh of the Law, and any two of his Majeſty's 
Juſtices of the Peace acting in the Diviſion where ſuch 
Plays, or Drolls, are exhibited, may, by a Warrant 
under their Hands and Seals (Information being firſt 
made before them) take up all ſuch Perſons as they 
find fo acting and exhibiting Plays, or Drolls, as Va- 
gabonds, and they muſt be brought before the Juſtices 
who have granted ſuch Warrants, and fit for that Pur- 

ſe, to be examined what they are, and how they 
ive ; for in the Caſe of L-c-y, theugh I believe the 
Government might be very much offended at what he, 
and his Pupils, exhibited at that time: The Point in 
Diſpute was not the Subſtance of his Diſreſpe& to the 
Government, but that he ſhould take upon nim to ex- 
hibit Plays, or Drolls, without Authority, or Licenſe, 
and he himſelf was deemed a Vagabond, and was com- 
mitted to hard Labour as ſuch: As to his Pupils they 
had better Luck, for, upon the Appearance of the 
Conſtables and Warrant, they all run away, and ſo 
eſcaped the Puniſhment they would otherwiſe have un- 
dergone. 

Sir, I have ſtated this Caſe to you very fully, be- 
cauſe I take it to be parallel with yours, and becauſe I 
would have you have the Opinion of the [.earned in 
the Law, before you run the Hazard of a Matter of ſo 
great a Conſequence to you and your Friends, 

Jam, Sir, 
Your humble Servant, 
And Well-wiſher, 


November 1, 1744. 
Tromas De Veit. 


On this I, by Appointment, waited on Sir Thomas 
at his Houſe in Bot- reel, who was confines at Home 
by a Fit of the Gout. His Reception of me was very 
Gentleman-like, and good-natured, and his Behaviour 
very frank and open. He fairly told me, he was ſo 
ſtrongly urged to give me Diſturbance, from ſome 
| G 2 Perſons 
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Perſons not to be gain-ſayed, that it was with Dif- 
ficulty, from the Good-will he had for me, he had de- 
layed granting Warrants ſo long: That if he was a- 
gain urged he muſt comply; but, even then, would 
give me a friendly Notice. He thought my Caſe de- 
ſerved a more favourabie Treatment, and wiſhed he 
knew how to remedy it.— We had then a long Diſ- 


courſe on the Act of Parliament. — But ware Politicks ! 


T ſhan't dabble in that Diſcourſe here Iaſſure you. He 
gave me to underftand, as the Magiſtrate was in this 
Caſe become both Judge and Jury, to think of having 
Recourſe to the Courts in Yeſtminfier-Ha!l, might 
prove the Strength of a Man's Purſe, and the Length 
of his Patience, but would give but ſmall Proof of his 
Prudence—and in the End would avail him nothing, 
He generouſly kept his Word with me, as to the Pro. 
miſe of ſending me Notice; and on a farther App. a- 
tion made to him to attack us, 1 received this o' er 
Letter from him, 


Sir Thomas fo Mr, CIBBER. 


S 1 X. 


N purſuance of my Promiſe that I would do no- 
thing againſt your Theatre, or you, without firſt 
giving you Notice, I do hereby acquaint you, that I 
am obliged to proceed againſt you, and that I ſhall, 
with another of his Majeſty's Juſtices of the Peace, 
ſtop all your Theatrical Performances, of which take 
Notice, that you may not blame | 


Your humble Servant, 


November 8, 1744. 
TroMas DE VEII. 


And ſo down dropped the Academy. 
* Oh Loſs to Sciences and Liberal Arts." 


It was hinted to me, I might, unmoleſted, take a 
Benefit for myſelf, or Daughter, or both; and there- 
upon iſſued forth this Advertiſement, To 
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Jo the Nobility, Gentry, &c. 


S to expect Favours unſolicited may be deemed 
A the Effect of Pride, ſo to make that Solicitation, 
hope, will ſcarce be thought a forward Aſſurance, 
eſpecially at a Juncture when I ſtand moſt in Need of 
the Favour and Protection of my Friends and Patrons : 
Therefore I entreat this Method may be excuſed of 
requeſting thoſe Ladies and Gentlemen, (whoſe Gene- 
roſity and Indulgence I have often experienced) who 
may not be better engaged, to honour my Child with 
their Preſence on Monday Night the '17th Inftant, to 
ſee the Tragedy of Romeo and Juliet (with the Farce 
of the Mock Doctor, &c.) ated for her Benefit. 

As I am informed many Perſons of Diſtinction, Sc. 
have thought me worthy (as an Actor) of being ſome- 
times the Subject of their Converſation z and as ſeveral 
in the publick Daily-Papers, and other Pamphlets, 
have been pleaſed to ſpeak of me with Favour, I think 
it may better become me to be ſilent on that Subject, 
than to trouble the Town with a tedious Recital of any 
Manager's Proceedings, and which they are already 
well acquainted with: If I have any Degree of Merit, 
as a Comedian, to blazon it myſelf ro the Town (who 
ought to judge for themſelves) were an idle Imperti- 
nence ; and if I have none, it were an Arrogance I 
hope never to be charged with, After Twenty five 
Years being on the Stage, T am, without even a pre- 
tended Reaſon, excluded it; I have therefore reſolved 
(with Permiſſion) on taking a Benefit for my Child: 
If it meets with the Encouragement of the Publick, 
and many Friends flatter me it will, I ſhall venture at 
one more for myſelf. And then if I am not. re- 
inſtated in one of the Theatres on eaſy Terms, or can- 
not procure Leave to get my Bread in my preſent Pro- 
feſſion, I muſt (though late in the Diy to do it} think 
of ſome other Means for the Support of Myſelf and 
Children; and (though with Regret) take my Leave 
of the Stage for ever; but ſhall ever have a grateful 
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Remembrance of the many Favours I received from 
the Publick, while I was permitted to add to their 
Diverſion, | 
As T have it not in my Power, at preſent, perſonally 
to attend, and ſolicit the Favours of thoſe Gentlemen 
and Ladies, who may be ſo good to countenance us on 
this Occaſion, I hope they will excuſe the Freedom of 
requeſting they would ſend their Commands to the 
New T heatre in the Hay-Market (where Tickets and 
Places may be had) which Commands ſhall be punctu- 
ally obey'd by | | 
Their moſt obliged, obedient, 
devoted humble Servant, 
Hay-Market, Dec. 7. 1744- | 
| THEo. CIBBER, 


On the 17th, the aforementioned. Play and Farce 
was acted, to a brilliant Audience; and the following 
Epilogue was ſpoke, on that Occafion, by our young 
Actreſs little Jane. | 


The EPILOGUE, by Miſs Jenny CIBEER, 
at her Benefit. 


NANKS to thoſe generous Patrons, — whoſe 

| Applauſe 

Deigns to ſupport a young Attempter's Cauſe ; 

« No Thanks, my Girl, — methinks, I hear you 
fav, — 

c The Method, Child, our Favours to repay, C 

Is to play better ev'ry Time you play,” 

If they'd permit me, I would try indeed, 

And, thus encourag*d, who but muſt ſucceed ? 

Genius, my Dad ſays, is by Nature ſown, 

But *tis the Sunſhine of your Smiles alone, 

Ripens the infant Plant, and makes its Virtues 

| known, 

Thoſe glad'ning Beams, on my dear Mother gone, 

My Father tells me, often warmly ſhone ; 


Whilg 
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Whilſt fir'd by them ſhe wing'd a nobler Pitch, 
And gain'd a Height I might be proud to reach. 
Oh! had ſheliv'd ! I'd caught the genial Flame, 
Soar'd as ſhe ſoar'd, and ſtrove to match her Fame, 
Since for her Mem'ry then, ye Brave, and Fair, 
You've ta'en her unskill'd Infant to your Care; 


As you my Hopes befriend, my Fears appeaſe, 


And kindly point me out the Way to pleaſe ; 
I'll toil to prove, at a maturer Age, 
A ſecond Jenny Cibber on the Stage: 


But now, as Supplicants have oft been known, 
Still more importunate, from Favours ſhewn, 
Forgive me if I farther Grace implore, 

And beg your Bounty yet for one Night more; 
For a kind Father fain I'd Pity move: 

Pardon the Fondneſs of my Filial Love. 

Reflect how oft' he pleas'd, oft” gain'd Renown, 
And varied Shapes to entertain the Town; 


While crouded Houſes thunder'd his Applauſe: 


Ye bounteous Fair, — to you I plead his Cauſe. 
To your Protection, gen'rous Britons, take, 

Th' unhappy Father, for the Daughter's Sake 
By pow'rful Envy, cruelly diſtreſs'd, 

He ſtruggles *gainſt Misfortunes, hard oppreſs'd : 
Smile on his Wants, beſtow one happy Night, 
We'll join our Force to give you new Delight; 
So ſhall We both your happy Bounty ſhare! 
And bleſs a glorious ſhining Circle there. * 


* The Boxes, 


About this time Mr. Zleet wood, by a Decree in 
Chancery, was obliged to ſell the Remainder of his 
Patent, to ſatisfy the ſeveral Mortgages he had loaded 
it with; and which amounted to more than its real 
Value: Accordingly it was purchaſed by two harm- 
leſs meaning Men, with ſuch Annuities tack'd to it, 
and under ſuch odd Incumbrances, as ſhew'd they * 
were no great Adepts in the Affair, they had under- 
taken: They had aſſign'd all Power as Patentees, to 
a third Partner, whom they admitted into a Share on 
| G 4 the 
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the eaſy Terms of not advancing a Shilling; he hav- 
ing no large Sums to diſburſe, on this, or any other 
Occaſion: And they further prevailed on his eaſy 
condeſcending Temper, to accept of a certain Salary 
(of ſeveral Hundreds a Year) over and above his 
Share of the Profits, whenever they might ariſe, to take 
the Directon entirely on himſelf. What his extraordina- 
ry Abilities were, that tempted them to this unprece- 
dented Piece of Policy, as yet remains a Secret ; but 
thus they reduced themſelves to the State of the 
Sailors, in the Tempeſt ; they were ſtil'd Viceroys in- 
deed ;-—But Duke Trincalo was Viceroy over them: 
And little Privilege remain'd to them, more than that 
of anſwering Bills and paying of Accounts due to Ba- 
lance,—which came pretty thick and faſt upon, them. 

In about a Twelvementh they became Eankrupts, 
ſome other Misfortunes falling on them; tuey were 
Bankers and Men who bore honeſt Characters: Their 
Shares in the Patent ſold for about half what they 
ſtood them in; and ſince are become the Property of 
Meſſieurs Garrick, Lacey, &c. 

This Abdication of Squire Heetwood's, from the 
Government of Drary- Laue, releas'd Mr. Rich from 
ſome Engagements he was under to Mr. Fleet wood, 
(to whom he had lent, or procur'd from a Friend, 
ſome Thouſands on his Patent, Wardrobe, Scenes, 
Sc.) and left him at Liberty to add to his Company 
ſuch Performers, as he thought might ſtrengthen it: 
He had opened that Seaſon with a very good one, with 
Mr. Quin, (ſome Years deſervedly eſteemed a firſt- 
rate Actor) and Mrs. Pritchard, (generally allow'd 
by many, to be a good Actreſs) at the Head of them: 
About a Fortnight before Chri/imas, Mrs. Clive ap- 
peared on Covent-Gardey Stage; and ſoon after 

Chriſtmas your humble Servant was entertained there 
alſo : On which I declin'd the Benefit I had propos'd 
taking at the Hay-Marker, and gave my Friends no 
Trouble on that Account; *till the common Courſe 
of the Seaſon entitled mg to that uſual Perquiſite, as 
a Performer. | 
Mr, 
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Mr. Rich had an extraordinary ſucceſsful Seaſon; 
which was not at all the Caſe at Drury- Lane, tho' the 
fortunate Favourite Mr. Garrick and Mrs. Cibber were 
engaged there; Mr, Sheridan likewiſe from Ireland, 
a kind of occaſional Performer, (who indeed did no- 
thing extraordinary) play'd there; as did that admi- 
rable Actreſs Mrs. Weffington, (who has lately prov'd 
her Excellencies are not confin'd to the Comic Scene 
alone;) but thro? a Deficiency in the Managers Con- 
duct, or from his being weak enough to give way to 
the Artifices of ſome little private Parties and. Cabals 
form'd againſt her, (as ſuch will creep ſometimes into 
the Cabinets and Councils of our petty Theatrical 
States) ſhe was not made that advantageous Uſe of 
which, for the Intereſt of himſelf, of her, and the 
Company, ſhe might, and ought to have been, 

In this Year, (the Beginning of 1745,) Mr, Cibber 
Senior, brought his Play, call'd Papal Tyranny, on the 
Stage, at the Theatre-Royal in Coven/-Garden ; which 
had a Run of a dozen Nights: He play'd himſelf in 
it the Part of Pandulph the Cardinal with uncommon 
Spirit for a Man enter'd into the ſeventy-fourth 
Year of his Age; I need not remind the Judicious of 
his maſterly and graceful Action, Sc. — The Play 
ſacceeded to his utmoſt Wiſh : This was the lait 
Piece he ever acted in. His Performances always 
added a Brilliancy to the Scenes wherein he appeared 
and he might be ſaid in this, to have left the Stage 
with an Eclat—Servetur ad Imum, &c,—— He de- 
termined never more to appear on the Theatre, and 
will hardly now alter his Reſolution. 


& Of what be was, tho preſent Praiſe were dumb, 
* Shall haply be a Theme in Times to come, 
& As now we talk of Roſcius, and of Rome.” 


No ſooner was it notified to the Publick, that the Play 
of Papal Tyranny was ſpeedily to be performed at 
the Theatre-Royal in Covent- Garden; but the fol- 
lowing uncommon abſurd Advertiſement (invidiouſly 

defign'd 
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deſign'd) appeared at the Bottom of Drury- Lane Plays 
Bills, &c. 


The Proprietor of Drury-Lane Theatre having re- 
ceived Letters from ſeveral Gentlemen, preſſing him to 
revive the Tragedy of King John, to comply with this 
Requeſt (as he ſhall always make it his Buſineſs to oblige 
the Publick) he immediately put the Play in Rehearſal ; 
but upon Information that the Author of a Play on the 
fame Subject, had inſinuated that this was calculated 
only to prejudice him, the Revival was intended to be 


 deferr d till the Run of his Play ſhould be over: But 


upon Peruſal of the Bills he finds this to be no Altera- 
tion, as was thought, but & New Tragedy founded only 
upon that Plan. Therefore in Compliance with the 
above Requeſt, and at the ſame time to take off all Im- 


 putation of an Injury to this Author, the Proprietor 


has deferr'd the bringing it on till Tueſday next, the 
Day after the Author's Benefit ; when will be exhibited 
the Hiſtorical Play of King John, as written by 
Shakeſpear. 


Who really this Proprietor was, in a ſtrict Senſe at 
that Juncture, would not have been eaſy to determine; 
the Sharers in the Patent were ſeveral; the Leaſe of 
the Houſe, the Wardrobe, Scenes, Decorations, and 
the Treaſurer's Office, were {till liable to the Payment 
of a Debt of 60001, due to a Gentleman, who very 
prudently took Care, for his better Security, to keep 
a Perſon in Poſſeſſion of them all: But however 2 
particular Perſon appeared as acting Manager.—To 
this Director then, we may ſuppoſe, the ſeveral preſ- 
ſing Letters were ſent, from the Lord knows who, and 
the Lord knows where; a poor Contrivance ! a worn- 
out Trick! a Cobweb too thin to catch the ſmalleſt 
Fly :-—An humble Imitation of his Predeceflor C. F. 
Eſq; whoſe little Artifices of this Sort were too well 
known to paſs. He was ſo fond of em, he kept a 
ſmall Pauper Genius in Pay, to write occafional Pa- 
pers, commendatory Verſes, anonymous Letters, Re- 


(91) 
marks on Theatrical Conteſts, ribbald Songs, Pane- 
gyricks on the Patentees, or Libels on the Performers, 
as Occaſion required: Twas this Man's further Buſi- 
neſs alſo to write Orders for the Pit, and Galleries, 
and diſperſe them among ſuch Elimoſinary Friends, 
as were ever ready to applaud, or condemn, Plays 
and Players, c. as his directorial Dictatorſtip ſhould 
pleaſe to determine, 

Well, in kind Condeſcenſion to this Bequeſt, (as 
he ſhould always make it his Buſineſs to oblige the Pub- 
liel - Puff again,) he immediately put the Play into 
Rehearſal, — and what then ?— Why, «pon Infor- 
mation that the Auther of a Play on the ſame Subjeet, 
&c,— This Information, poſſibly, came from the 
ſame Quarter, one of the ſeveral preſſing Letters came 
from, ——But, I believe, I may venture to affirm, the 
Author had never infinuated any ſuch thing ; nor 
gave himſelf the leaſt trouble about it: Tho? that the 
Revival of King Fohn might be calculated to prejudice 
the Run of the other Play, many Perſons reaſonably 
ſuggeſted. So the Proprietor reſolves to poſtpone the 
Revival of King Jobn till the Run of the other Play 
ſhould be over; which Reſolution he kept to, by 
bringing out the reviv'd Play on the fourth Night 
of the new one: For, upon Peruſal of the Bills, 
he finds out the new Play was not an Alteration, 
becauſe *twas wrote on Shakeſpear's Plan, What a 
deep Diſcerner ! out of his gracious Goodneſs, 1 tate 
off all Imputation of an Injury intended (which he thus 
did with a witneſs) he charitably would omit playing 
it (probably becauſe it could not be ready ſooner) 7:{l 
the Author's third Night was over, — Was the Au- 
thor's Intereſt to end there then ? Or, did this Di- 
rector s impenetrable Judgment foretell the Author 
was not to have the Profits of a ſixth and a ninth 
Night? His undiſputed Right, according to ancient 
Cuſtom, where a Play ſucceeds, which it did, maugre 
this impotent Attempt to impede it. And ſo, on 
the Tueſday following this Advertiſement, the Hiſto- 
rical Play of King Jobn was exhibited; which, 1 

; | 
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had riot, had prov'd no great Loſs to the Manager 
or Company; for not much Profit, or Reputation, ac- 
cru'd to either, from the acting of it; ſaving, in- 
deed, to the Actreſs, whoſe inimitable Performance in 
the Part of Conſtance was univerſally applauded, and 
which ſhort Part alone ſeem'd to keep it alive the 
few Nights of Repreſentation, Mr, Garrick was not 
Judged to appear in the Part of the King fo advan- 
tageouſly as in ſome orhers (as indeed in ſeveral he is 
mighty Praiſe-worthy ;) and the other Characters in 
general, were far from being approved of. I had not 
taken ſo much notice of this Proceeding had I not 
thought it no very handſome Treatment of one, 
whoſe Merits as an Actor, and Writer, have added 
ſo much Reputation to our Engliſh Theatre, who ſure 
deferved (in this his laſt Exit from the Stage) from 
Patentee and Player, all the Cheriſhing and Indul- 
gence could poſſibly be ſhewn ; and whoſe Memory 
will ever be reſpected by the Judicious of both 

Parties. | 
The two laſt-mentioned Performers are rare Inſtan- 
ces of the quick Progreſs of uncommon Genius; like 
Courſers of true Blood they not only ſet out very 
forward, and got the Start of ſeveral, but have main- 
tained their Speed, and rather improved than ſlack- 
ned in the Race. 
The common Tones of their Voices have a natural 
Pathos; their Features mark well; their Eye is never 
vacant ; which, whenever it wanders, be aſſured the 
Actor's Mind is not fixed: They both expreſs Grief 
and Terror well—and a certain Proof of their feeling 
themſelves, is manifeſt in the Tears they draw from 
their Spectators, I mean not to deprecate them, 
when I ſay, they are not equal in all Parts; or that 
their Attempts. in Comedy are much inferior to their 
Tragic Performances: An Actor's being greater in 
ſome Characters than others, takes not away all Merit 
from them, even in the Parts where they are leaſt ex- 
cellent. And I beg to be excuſed by their great Flat- 
terers, and Enthuſiaſtic Admirers, if I can't allow all 
| acting 
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acting was nothing till they appeared; or that all Me- 
rit is centered in them alone: Let it ſuffice, they have 
their peculiar Talents, which muſt be allow'd ſuperi- 
or to many of their Cotemporaries. 

I can't here forbear remembring another uncommon 
Genius, who quitted the Stage, and the World to- 
gether not a long time before Mr. G. and Mrs. C. 
commenc'd Players; this was Miſs Zenny Fohnſen, 
(whom I early married.) 


« In private Life, by all who knew her, lov'd; 
ce Tn publick Life, by all who ſaw, approv'd. - 


If I here quote a few Lines from 7he celebrated 
Apologiſt, which he beſtows on Mrs. Bracegirdle, the 
Application will readily be made by all who remember 
the young Woman I am now ſpeaking of. 

40 She was now but juſt blooming to her Ma- 
t turity; her Reputation, as an Actreſs, gradually 
„ riſing with that of her Perſon; never Woman was 
„ in more general Favour of her Spectators, which, 
<* to the laſt Scene of her Life, ſhe maintained, by 
* not being unguarded in her private Character. 
« This Diſcretion contributed, not a little, to make 
<< her the Cara, the Darling of the Theatre And 
6 tho' ſhe might be ſaid to have been the univerſal 
% Paſſion, and under high Temptations; her Con- 
< ſtancy in reſiſting them ſerv'd but to increaſe the 
& Number of her Admirers.“ 

She had a ſtrong natural Genius, —a ſweet Voice, 
an agreeable Countenance that beſpoke Favour as ſoon 
as beheld ; — and an elegant and pleaſing Form; ſhe 
Joſt no Time in Improvement, and excell'd in various 
Lights : Tho' ſhe came on the Stage at a leſs advanta- 
geous Juncture than the two firſt mention'd. Thoſe 
Ornaments of the Stage Mrs. Oldfield, and Mrs. Perter, 
were, in her Time. in their Height of Reputation, with 
all their Force and Judgment in Perfection; beſides, Mrs. 
Dunger, Mrs. Booth, Mrs. Horton, Mrs. Tburmond, Mrs, 
Heron (all in their Prime) and ſeygral other Ladies, 

| | were 
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were at that Time well eſtabliſhed in the Opinion of 
the Town, and in Poſſeſſion of ſuch a Number of 
Parts as left not that Opening to Mrs. Fane Cibber to 
ſhew herſelf, as a Dearth of Performers, of both Sexes, 
(eſpecially in the Tragic Caſt) luckily afforded Mr. G. 
and the preſent Mrs. C. on their firſt Appearance: 
Theſe two have alſo had a longer Time to advance — 
Mrs. F. Cibber not outliving her twenty-ſeventh Year. 
Nor were ſuch various Arts made uſe of then. as have 
been fince, not ſparingly, employ'd, to beſpeak, and 
ſecure, the Opinion of the Town in Behalf of new 
Performers. | 
About Eaſter in 1746, — TI, in a fooliſh Pet, pre- 
cipitately (conſequently imprudently) left Covent. Gar- 
den Theatre, and went to Drury-Lane ; as Sir Gilbert 
Mrangle conciſely ſays (not caring to dwell too long 
on his own Error) in relation to his ſecond Marriage, 
— , wrong, — I Was wrong; — J. — ] — 
Should not have don't. (J heartily regretted my having 
quitted-Covent-Garden, and was not eaſy till I return'd) 
Don't imagine I mention this as my only Error, 
(for I believe very few will contradict me, ſhould I 
own I have committed above a thouſand) but as it 
introduces ſomething that happen'd upon it : — Juſt 
at this Time Mrs. Cilßer had promiſed to perform the 
Part of Monimia, for the Benefit of her Brother, Mr. 
Arne, on Saturday April the 12th; though ſhe was 
not that Seaſon, engaged at any Theatre: My ſudden 
Return to Drury- Lane alarmed them ſo much, as was 
PRO that Mr. Arne waited on the Manager to 
et him know, He thought of taking his Benefit at ſome 
other Theatre; Mrs. C:bber being apprehenſive of be- 
| ing moleſted by me there; — which ſhe had been well 
aſſured was my Defign. The Manager told Mr. Arne, 
He might do as he pleaſed ; — but he was very cer- 
tain I had not the leaſt Intention of that Sort: and that 
the Report had no juſtifiable Foundation, Which was 
Fact. — I had a Benefit depending, which was to be 
on Thurſday the 10th, and, finding no Pains had been 
| ſpared, to propagate this Falſhood, among — of 
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Diſtinction, I was at the Expence, of Printing what 
' - follows, — but was ſo late inform'd of what had been 
alledged againſt me, I had not above twenty-four 
Hours to diſperſe it through the Town. 


To the PUBLIC. 


T is with Reluctance I trouble the Town in this 
Manner, eſpecially with a Subject on which I 
have long choſe' to be filent, and which I could wiſh 
to drive from my Thoughts for ever; but ſome Ap- 
plication appears neceilary, as a Report has been in- 
duſtriouſly and invidiouſly ſpread, and, I am in- 
formed, has prevailed among ſome People of Diftinc- 
tion, very much to my Prejudice, viz. That I re- 
moved to Drury-Lane Theatre only to impede Mrs. 
Cibber in her Performance there, &c. This Report is 
abſolutely falſe : I never had, nor have I any ſuch 
Intention. Were I prompt to exert the Authority I 
have an undoubted Right to over her, I have had ma- 
ny more convenient Opportunities; but I ſhould, at 
ſuch a Time, decline giving her any Diſturbance, were 
it from no other Motive than my Complaiſance to thoſe 
Ladies who are deſirous to ſee her act. 

As ſhe has ſought every Occaſion to diſturb my 
Peace of Mind, to tab my Reputation, and prejudice 
my Circumſtances, I ſhould undoubtedly be juſtified 
by all Mankind, in any Act of ſevere Juſtice towards 
her, that would not debaſe my Manhood, or ſhock 
my Humanity: But, low as ſhe has reduced my For- 
tune, (and that ſhe has been the Source of my Cala» 
mities, I will preſently and conciſely make appear) my 
Mind has never ſunk low enough to ſeek a mean Re- 
venge, even againſt the moſt faithleſs, artful, and un- 

rateful Woman, that eyer. impoſed on a good-na- 
tured World, or diſturbed the Heart of a weak Man; 
— [ doubt, my greateſt Fault towards her, has been 
too much Lenity : This I defy any partial Friend of 
her's, or worſt of my Foes, to diſprove. 1 apprehend, 
the Foundation of the aforementioned Report was 


grounded 
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grounded on her own conſcious Fears, which told her; 
ſuch Uſage ſhe ought to expect; having given ſome 
late Inftances of her Heart being entirely ſhut againſt 
him, to whom alone it ought to be open. | 
It is now * about eight Years ſince her Elopement 
from me, when I found myſelf deprived of the en- 
dearing Solace of a Wife, at a time I ſtood moſt in 
Need of ſuch a Comfort ; her Income might be reck- 
oned at little leſs than 700/. a Year, had ſhe been as 
willing as able to appear in her Buſineſs; yet, perhaps, 
when this happened, I might be inclined to think, the 
Want of her a greater Loſs tha nbeing deprived of any 
Fortune ſhe could gain me. My Profuſion (chiefly 
beſtowed on her) had loaded me with ſeveral Debts ; 
towards the Diſcharge of which, for ſame Seaſons, I 
appropriated my whole Salary. I found myſelf in- 
volved in Law-Suits, and had the additional Aggrava- 
tion to my Misfortunes, to find myſelf peſtered, by her, 
with Suits in the Commons and Chancery. A few 
Years ſince I was a Priſoner fix Months in the Rules 
of the Fleet; from which Place I extricated myſelf 
with much Difficulty. Such a Complication of Miſ- 
fortunes, was enough to impair the Circumſtances of a 
better Income than mine. Soon after this, in hopes 
of a quiet Life at leaſt, though I deſpaired of a happy 
one, at Mrs. Cibber's Requeſt, I conſented ſhe ſhould 
engage at any Theatre ſhe pleaſed, and be Miſtreſs of 
her Income, on Condition ſhe did nothing in any 
Shape to prejudice me, Yet I have now undoubted 
Proof, the firſt Uſe ſhe made of this Indulgence was, her 
privately agreeing, that whatever Manager ſhe played 
with, ſhould by no Means receive me into the ſame Com- 
pany ; conſequently, laſt Year g, I was, for half the 
Seaſon, excluded both Theatres. I was baniſhed Dru- 
ry-Lane Stage, becauſe ſhe ated there, And a Cartel 
ſubſiſting between the then Managers of the Theatres, 
I could not be received at Covent-Garden,being on the 
Drury- 


* Now (1748) upwards of ten Years. | | 
+ It was then Romeo and Juliet appeared in the Hay- 
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Drury-Lane Lift. On Mr. Fleetwood's parting with the 
Patent, the Cartel ceaſing, I was ſent for to Covent-Gar- 
den Theatre, and I ſubmitted totakeabout half the Sala- 
ry the Patentees of each Theatre, for many Seaſons be- 
fore, had voluntarily proffered me ; though neither the 
Managers or Actors, or the Town, (whoſe Opinion 
was beyond them all) thought me a jot worſe Actor 
than I was before: Cur own Opinion may be partial; 
but the repeated indulgent Reception my Performances 
met with, gave me no Cauſe to think I was lowered in 
the Judgment of the Publick. Thus labouring under 
Difficulties, no wonder that, at the beginning of laſt 
Summer, I was again a Priſoner in the Fleet, and cloſe 
confined upwards of fiz Months. ! procured my Li- 
berty at a great Expence, under the greateſt Diſtreſſes. 
Some Friends of mine, (without my Knowledge, or 
Deſire) gave Mrs, Cibber a Hint, (after her perform- 
ing in the Bezgars Opera) it would be no imprudent 
Act of her, farther to ingratiate herſelf with the 
World, to make a Proffer of playing a Night for 
my Benefit; which, I am informed, ſhe abſolutely 
refuſed. Yet, I had not been a little aſſiduous and in- 
ſtrumental, in bringing about her acting Polly at Co- 
vent Garden Theatre: I thought the Occaſion lauda- 
ble, and that it would be for the Reputation of the 
Company, who, to do them Juſtice, all chearfully con- 
tributed their three Days Pay each, which was no 
ſmall Addition to the Subſcription : I threw in my 
Mite too ;—and, that ſhe might be under no Con- 
cern on my Account, I promiſed, unaſk'd (and I kept 
my Word) not to be in her Way any Night of her 
Performance. 

While I was under Confinement, a Gentleman, 
whoſe Talents and Genius have juſtly gain'd the Ad- 
miration of Men of Taſte, (and whoſe Abilities can 
be exceeded only by his Humanity and Politeneſs) 
rouch'd with Compaſſion of my Misfortunes, molt 

| H generouſly 


It was towards the Increaſe of the Fund, for the Veteran 
Scheme, in the Time of the Rebellion. 
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generouſiy made me a Preſent of a new Tragedy he 


had wrote, not doubt ing but I could procure it being 
acted at a proper Sea ſon. On Mrs. Cibber's appearinga 
few Nights as before mentioned, this Gentleman ad- 
dreſyd her, in an Epiſtle, with a Delicacy peculiar to 
himſelf, and endeavoured to convince her, how much 
it would be for her Reputation, and Intereſt, to perform 
a principal Part in that Play, on ſo particular an Occaſi- 
on; but this ſhe likewiſe refus'd, tho* it was propos'd 
the Manager ſhould, on his Part, make it worth her 
Trouble, by aſſigning an agreed Proportion from the 
nightly Profits of its Run; and ſhe was farther told, I 
would defire her to accept what Part of Profit ſhe 
pleas'd from the third Nights, which the Author had 
in the genteeleſt Manner aſſign'd to me: This likewiſe 
was rejected. Why? becauſe my Intereſt was con- 
cerned in it. As to any Apprebenſion ſhe inight 
have of enduring any Pain from my Preſence, ſhe 
was a ſſur'd I deſign'd not to be in the Play; and by 


only ſpeaking the Prologue, ſhovid have had no Oc- - 


caſion (as I had no Deſire) to give her any Confuſion 
of that Sort. That ſhe muſt feel ſome ar Sight of me, 
J can readily ſuppoſe; unleſs ſhe were inſenſihle of 
Feeling as of Shame, This Lady would have play'd 
for her own Intereſt alone, if the Manager of Covent- 
Garden would have comply*d with her Terms, which 
were ſuch as no Theatre could afford, nor any one 
(without equal Pride and Vanity) could ask. — Whe⸗- 
ther the has any other Support than the Produce of 
her Labours on the Theatre, that can enable her ſo 
frequently to be abſent from ir, let a judicious World 
gueſs, or her own unlimited Conſcience declare. But 
I have dwelt too long on an irkſome Topic yet 
was advis'd, by ſome Friends, that to be totally 
ſilent, at this Juncture, would be very injudicious. I 
ask Pardon of the Reader, whoſe Patience I may 


have tired, and ſhall only add, that the Stories propa- 


gated of my Intentions to diſturb her, &c. are ir juri- 
ous, falſe, and without Foundation. — Vet, whether 


my Provocations are not unparallelled,—let the World 
udge, and ſpeak for me. 


lo 
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In the mean Time, I depend on the Candour and 
Benevolence of the Publick, and hope theſe idle Tales 
will have no farther Influence, to prevent the Good- 
nature of the Town being ſhewn towards me at my 
BzxNeriT, which will be on Thurſday next, the 10th 
inſtant, —— The ſeveral Entertainments, &c. are 

rticularly expreſſed in the Bills and Advertiſements. 
With a due Senſe of all paſt Favours, I beg Leave to 
ſubſcribe myſelf, 

Gentlemen and Ladies, 
Theatre-Royal, Drury-lane, our moſt ovedient, 
Tueſday, April 8, 1746. very humble Servant, 
| THE. C1BBER, 


Ere I cloſe my Theatrical Account, I beg a few 
Words more concerning ſome of the Dramatis Perſo- 
ne and then, gentle Rcader, farewell. —Mr. Barry, 
Mrs. Ward, and Mils Bellamy, ſcarce coming within 
the itort-dated Chronology of this Scrap of Theatrical 
Hiſtory, I ſhall only take Notice, as they are poſſeſſed 
of happy natural Gifts, ſuch as good Voices, agreeable 
Countenances, and pleafing Perſons z and have ſhewn, 
neither of them is wantiug in a promiſing Genius: If 
they continue to imprave as they have begun, they 
cannot fail becoming ſkilful Proficients, in their diffe- 
rent Walks of Playing. . 

el. have yet but ſlightly mentioned Mr. Quin and 
Mrs, L -ffingten ; I beg the Reader's Indulgence to 
ſay a little more of them; as | have been indebted to 
them for much Delight, am deſirous to throw in my 
Mite of Praiſe, to ſhew my weil. meaning at leaft. 
The Subject, I conſeſs, deſerves an abler Pen z——[I 
with I may provoke ſome one of happier Talents, to 

ive them the Encomiuns they deſerve: An Attempt 
to ſpread the Fame of the Meritorious has been thought 
ſometimes laudable, — and often produces one good 
Effect at leaſt.— that of ſpiriting up an Emulation in 
others. , 

I remember to have read, in The Atolagiſt, ſome 
Paſſages, relative to that great Maſter of our Art, Mr. 
Beiterton, which I am tempted to borrow, as they 
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ſeem not foreign to my Purpoſe, while I am ſpeaking 


of Mr. Quin. 

When the Betterion Brutus was provoked in his 
«* Diſpute with Caſſius, his Spirit flew only ro his Eye; 
© his ſteady Look alone ſupplied that Terror, which 
© he diſdain'd an Intemperance in his Voice ſhould riſe 
to. Thus with a ſettled Dignity of Contempt, like 
an unheeding Rock, he repelled upon himſelf the 
Foam of Caſſius. 

* Betterton had a Voice of that Kind, which gave 
more Spirit to Terror, than to the ſofter Paſſions ; of 
© more Strength than Melody. The Rage and Jea- 
© louſy of Othello became him better, than the Sighs 
© and Tenderneſs of Caſtalio. 

The Perſon of this excellent Actor was ſuitable to 
© his Voice, more manly than ſweet, not exceeding 
the middle Stature, inclining to the corpulent; of a 
« ſerious and penetrating Aſpe& ; his Limbs nearer the 
© athletick, than the delicate Proportion; yet howe- 
ver formed, there aroſe from the Harmony of the 
* whole a commanding Mien of Majeſty, which the 
© fairer fac'd, or (as Shakeſpear calls them) the curled 
« Darlings of his Time, ever wanted ſomething to be 
equal Maſters of. 

Now, if the Compariſon holds, and theſe Words 
happily deſcribe ſome of Mr. Quin's Qualifications, 
why ſhould I give myſelf the Trouble to chuſe other 
Phraſes that might not be ſo expreflive? 

The Parts I recollect moſt frequently to have ſeen 
Mr. Quin act are theſe :—Cato, Brutus, Dorax, Hec- 
tor, Therſfites, Pinchwife, Maſtwell, Æſop, K. Lear, 
Mackbeth, Sir John Brute, K. Richard, Ballance, 
Clauſe, Friar Dominic, Caled, Pierre, Volpone, Heart- 
well, Horatio, Tamerlane, Bajazet, Zanga, and Sir 
Fobn Falſtaff :=A gocdly Company! — Now, tho? [ 
have heard ſome cavilling Criticks ſay, he ſhines not 
in them all alike ; yet, till his maſterly Strokes are 
equalled, even in thoſe wherein he ſhines the leaft, 
may one not call him Excellent? Or where ſhall 
we find One living who, in ſuch varied Lights, on * 


( 101 | 
juſtly claim Applauſe ? In moſt of them, he ſteps far 
yond others; and, in ſome, may be ſaid to excel 
himſelf: To particularize many, were too tedious a 
Work, and I have already run into a greater Length 
than I at firſt intended, to the great Trial of my kind 
Readers Patience, i he has prevailed on his Good nature 
ta go ſo far with me. To make towards a Concluſion 
therefore, I ſhall only mention the two Characters that 
ſtand laſt in the Liſt, viz. Zanga, and Sir Fobn Fal- 
ſtaff k. Had he never been ſeen in any others, they 
alone would have juſtly intitled him to ſtand in the 
Eſtimation of the ſudicious, as a Tragedian and Co- 
median, ſuperior to Moſt, ſecond to None: | 
In this nonpareil Character of Sir Fobn Falſtaff, are 
to be found all the Foibles and Vices in Nature; yet fo 
well dupdied is the Groupe, none appear crouded or 
forced in; they ere ſo judiciouſly, ſo beautifully blend- 
ed, as to make one high-finiſhed Piece. Ye curious 
Criticks and Cannoifieurs, can you point out where 
ought is wanting, or where any Part can be ſpared ? 
Though he is the moſt diſſolute Debauchee that ever 
was taken out of bad Company to be hang'd, or pro- 
tected by being frequently found in the Beſt, yet his 
Wit and Humour ſo pleaſantly ingratiate him into 
your Favour, ſo flily inſinuate in his Behalf, and 
delightfully deceive your Good-nzture, you can nei- 
ther deteſt or deſpiſe him; you nave almoſt an 
Affection for him: And he ſupports himſelf with 
ſuch droll Dignity, he, in ſame fort, claims your Re- 
ſpe. With an uncommon Addreſs, he riſes ſupe- 
rior to all the Dejection, Deſpondency and Shame, 
| H 3 which 
Methinks, while we are ſpeaking of the Anjghr, we 
' ſhould not quite forget ki: Companion, the nimble-footed 
Mad-cap Prince . ale. -M. Ryan (who has ſeveral Years 
enjoy'd the havour of ww: , vwn) has been noticed by everal 
Gentlemen, particular, have exerted himſeif this Scaion g 
eſpecial:y in the Characu of The Prince ef ales, -C. 
fius, and Dumont in Jane ere; ail V hich they allowea, he 
executed with a Heng Fuirit, and wel temper'd tire. Mr. 
Delane's Appearance ab in te Ports vi Heu., Anthony, 
Haſtings and Tomerlune, uus very acceptab e to the Audiences 
and proved an agreeable Addition to their Entertainment, 
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which any other leſs merry Mortal would feel after a 


Diſzraccia ; and even Deſeat he turns into a Triumph: 
None, but the late grand Monarque, ever poſſeſſed 
this happy Talent, in any Degree, to be compared to 
him. He never lets himſelf down : His being a Knight, 
and Man of Worſhip, is ever in Sight : And who, 
but the Heir apparent, dare accoſt him with familiar 
Epithets ? 

Were jolly Sir Jobn now living, and invited to re- 
gale with a Set of Bons Vivans of the firſt Rank and 
Figure, he'd not be placed at the Bottom of the Table; 
nay, let him take his Scat where he would, that would 
become the Head : And when the Company broke up 
(which I preſume might be at Day-break) I queſtion 
if they would not part from the jovial Knight with 
more Regret than from one another ; and at his De- 
parture, not one but would attend him to his LIT TEE, 
(I apprehend à portable Convenieucy of leſs Dimenſions 
might incommode his Honours Corpulency) each remind- 
ing him not to forget the Day and Hour. of their 
next appointed Revel. But now to. leave the 
Poet, and return tothe Player. 

I have, in my time, ſeen many attempt the Part of 
Falſtaff ; ſome bad enough; ſome worth remembring z 
yet Mr. Quin is fo tar beyond the beſt of them, that 
I ſhall not mention their Names, becauſe the Compa- 
riſon could prove no Sort of Advantage to their Me- 
mory.Requieſcantin pace. Mr. Quin's Performance 
ſhews he has ſtudied this Character thoroughly; that 


he has a true Taſte of the Author; he ſeems to have 


imbibed his Spirit; he indeed makes the Part his own. 
Ithink I go not too far if I borrow another Paſſage 
from the Account of Mr. Belterton.— The Application 
will hardly appear unjuſt.— Speaking of Mr. Better- 
ton as a Player, and Shakeſpear as an Author, Mr. Cib- 


ber ſays, —<* The One was born alone to ſpeak, what 


tbe Other only knew to write From the Moment 

Mr. Quin puts on the Dreſs, he becomes the Man him- 
ſelf; his Mind is never diſpoſſeſſed of him till the 
Curtain drops : He looks, he ſpeaks, he thinks the 

Character. This is evident in his Eye, the wn 
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of his Face; and his whole Deportment '=——He 
maintains it throughout with a lively Comic Force, 


and Flow of Spirit, temper'd with. Judgment; a na- 


tural Humour (ſcorning the low Aid of Farce) a 
piercing and a waggiſh Eye, with a great Command 
and Change of Countenancez a maſterly Manner of 
pauſing (during which, tho? the Author is ſilent, the 
Actor's Face and Geſture ſpeak) nor does he want all 
the neceſſary varied Tones of Voice, or any other re- 
uiſite to make it a finiſh'd Performance: He never 
— but keeps up the Laugh to the End; and thoꝰ 
he omits not any of the Bye-Play, or Jeu de Theatre 
of the Part, he never deviates into Buffoonery : But 
all along preſerves a Decency and Propriety. Then 
let us ſay (what I believe will hold good a long 
Time,) His Falſtaff ſeems inimitable yet. 
And now to pay my Reſpects to the Lady. Mrs. 


 Weffngton has made ſurpriſing Advances towards Ex- 


cellency, in a very early Part of Life, when moſt are 
but ſetting out; ſo ſhe has Youth enough on her Side, 
to allow Time for any Improvement had ſhe but now 
begun; for tho* (courteous Reader) you may remem- 
ber her near eight Years on the Stage, yet, add twenty 
to them, you'll make up a Number beyond her Age. 
She being not born (as I am well inform'd) *till 1721. 
She ſhews herſelf a Miſtreſs in her Profeſſion, by per- 
forming a Variety of Characters, with equal Spirit and 
Propriety; — ſhe does not herſelf want Wit, and has 
a thorough Reliſh of it, when ſhe meets with it in any 


Author; the Brilliancy of her Manner, in delivering 


it, ſufficiently ſhews 1t, and ſhe is very capable of 
doing Juſtice to Parts either of a gay or ſerious Turn 
of Mind. — I know none fince Mrs, Ol:fie!d, who 
have ſhewn themſelves ſo equal to Characters of an e- 
levated Rank; ſhe has a Grace in her Geſture, an 
Eaſe in her Motion, very fitting the Deportment of 
a Woman of Quality; nor is wanting in Bcauty of 
Courtenance, a Harmony of Shape, commanding 
Preſence, and an Elegance of Perſon rifing to that 
Comlineſs of Stature, which ſupports the ſtately. with- 
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out loſing the lovely: She maintains the ſoft in the 
ſuperb. lt may not be amiſs, alſo to obſerve, that 
when ſhe is obliged in a Part (which frequently hap- 
pens) to drop the Coiffure, and Robe of the Lady, 
to aſſume the Breeches, and Chapeau bien trouſſee 
of the Gallant, ſhe ſtill maintains her Excellence; 
ſhe becomes at once a pretty adroit Cavalier Youth, 
of the firſt Quality; with an eaſy Addreſs, a genteel 
Geſture, and a poliſh'd ſpirited Air, becoming 
the Behaviour of a gay young Gentleman, whoſe Vi- 
vacity tempts him not to forget his good Breeding : 
The beft of our modern fine Gentlemen, on the Stage, 


might profit by the Example. The Action and Elo- 


cution, neceſſary to form the perfect Player, are not 
to be attained to, without much Application and 
Study; yet they ſhould appear to be the Effect of 
Chance alone: Herein conſiſts the Skill of an artful 
Actor. The Things, 2% done, in our Profeſſion, ap- 
pear eaſieſt when done. — She has acquir'd in all ſhe 
does ſuch a happy Naiveté, you think her agree- 
able by Accident; while ſhe's increaſing your Delight. 
She does not appear conſcious, that ſhe charms : Her 
Attitudes are quite pictureſque, yet, by an eaſy 
Tranſition from one to the other, and a proper Ap- 

lication of them all, they ſeem to be the Work of 
— only. 

She manages her Voice with great Skill, which has 
not that Silver Tone ſome poſſeſs, who, notwithſtand- 
ing that natural Advantage, frequently offend your 
Ear with uncouth Vulgariſms: She never drops 
that Delicacy that diſtinguiſhes the poliſh*d few, from 


the unbred many; that marks the Diſparity of Man- 
ners between well-educated Perſons of Diſtinction, 


and the rude uncultivated Canaille : So prevalent is 
the Force of Education (ſo arbitrary Cuſtom) *twill 
have an Effect on People, when Nature is moſt un- 
guarded, and ſeems governed by Paſſion only. Edu- 
cation forms the Mind, the Mind directs the Voice, 
and Motion; — and the Difference of Education will 
frequently appear in the ſeveral Tones and * 

that 
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that are uſed, even in Characters made up of Affecta. 
tions: Some are indeed born Fools, and ſuch are all 
alike; Bur the Fools, who make themſelves vary 
in their Manner, according to their different Schools 


of Folly, tho' the Diſtinction may be ſomewhat too 


nice for the Undiſcerning, and Unread in Men and 

Manners; yet he can hardly be allow'd an Actor of 
great Skill, who, to the judicious few, at leaſt, will not 
ſhew a wide Difference of Behaviour between the for- 
ward Fierte of a Brazen, and the ſmart lively, yet leſs 
offenſive, Pertneſs of a Clodio, or the briſk Frothineſs 
and Self-ſufficiency, of that common-place Title- 

Page-Plagiary Sir F:hn Dato; The ſolemn inſipid Ci- 
vility, and Gentleneſs of a Sir Courtly, and the ſtate- 
ly, yet ſpirited Aﬀectation of a high-bred Foppington ; 
who is ſo very near the real fine Gentleman, he may 
paſs for one, in many a well-dreſsd Afﬀembly.— 
Yet theſe Characters are often miſtaken by the Mil- 
lion to be all of one Sort, and the Title of Fop, Fool, 
or Coxcomb, indiſcriminately beſtow'd alike on them 
all; as if they not at all varied from one another; 
which, indeed, in the Repreſentation, they often have 
not. But what Opinion muſt a Spectator, (of any 
Taſte) have of the Genius, or Judgment, of any 
Actor who, in ſuch Parts, ſnall abſurdly make Uſe of 
the looſe · limb'd Carriage, the ſhuffling Step, and 
ſhambling Gate of a wretched Miltol? or the diſ- 
Jointed Deportment, and outre burleſaue Behaviour of 
a Buffoon, or Antick ? Yet theſe Errors have, 
ſometimes, been endured ;z——nay, in all Appearance, 


approved, by thoſe eaſy-pleaſed Gorbic Plebeians, 


who come to a Play meerly for their Twelvepenny- 


worth of Fun; ſo their riſible Muſcles operate, they 
never regard what ſets thema titteriug : Lo laugh is all 
they ſeck, —and—*<© T'ced ! they don't care ui rauſes 
it,” But, Riſu inepto res ine tior nulia et. Says Mare 
tial. Need any one be vain of ſuch Applauſe ? 

This may ſcem a deſigned Digrefiion, tho? I abſo- 


lutely fell caſually into it; yet, ſhould I give my ſo- 


lemn ſerious Word, I had no Intention, here, to int:o- 
duce 
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duce my inconſiderable Self; the candid Reader would 


ſtill be left at his Option to believe me: So I'll give 


myſelf no farther trouble about it. It can't be deny'd, 
but I have inſinuated, I can a little judge how theſe 
Parts ought to he play'd; yet none can ſay, I have pre- 
ſumed to hint, bow I a# any of them: Therefore, 
whether I think my own Performance good, bad, or 
indifferent, the Decifion is left at large to the ſuperior 
Judgment of the Town, who have the only Right to 
determine. 

But to return to the Company of the Ladies. Can 
it be eaſily imagin*d any one ſhould ſo groſsly err, to 
think the ſhrill vulgar Clamour, and boiſterous Be- 
haviour of an outragious Termagant, or Flare-it, 
will paint the Heart-felt raging Love, and im- 
patient Jealouſy, of a more refin'd Love. it? Or, 
that the ignorant pert Forwardneſs, and inſipid 
Vivacity of any Fille de Chambre would be- 


come the elevated Spirit, and elegant Deportment, of 


a Lady Townly, or Lady Betty Modiſh ? Or, can 
any one ſuppoſe the ſniveling Sobbings, and whind- 
ling Gulpings, of a frippery Foible, or an antiquated 
Abigail, would ſuit the tender Monimia, or the peni- 
tent Jane Shore? — Let ſuch Things may have been, 
Should one venture to inform Mr. Zefferey Stage- 
play, or Mrs. Deborab Drama, or any of the uncouth 
Tramontanes of a Theatre, (whoſe rude indigeſted 
Ideas, tho? very few, become a Chaos, cramped within 


the Compaſs of their narrow Minds)-* That all Perſons 


do not feel, or expreſs their Feelings alike,-They'd 
reply,---truly, they did not know what you mean (and 
truly I ſhould be inclin'd to believe them)— that 
they could feel Rage, Grief, Pleaſure, Diſappointment, 
Sc. as well as other Folk, But——How do they feel 
them? Why—1n their way. How would they 
expreſs them? Why as they felt them; in 
their way : Which, one may conclude, would be very 
much out of the way. 

"Tis the Buſineſs of the Player, to conſider well the 
various Circumſtances, particular Stations of Life, the 


ſeveral 
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ſeveral Complexions, Humours, Diſpoſition of Mind, 
and different Educations, of the Perſons, they are to 
repreſent z and theſe they muſt ſtudy thoroughly too, 
ere they'll be able to ſuit themſelves to the peculiar 
Manner wherein each Character would expreſs their 

feeling of the ſame Paſſion. 
I obſerv'd before, Mrs. Hoffington lately had given 
a Proof her Excellencies were not confined to the 
Comic Scene ;-—the Admiration ſhe excited in, and 
the Tears ſhe drew from the Spectators, when ſhe ap- 
eared in the Character of Fane Shore, is freſh in their 
— What may not be expected from 
ſuch a Specimen of her Abilities, as a Trage- 
dian? As ſhe is ever ſearching after Improvement, 
and joins indefatigable Induſtry to her other Qualifi- 
cations, never regardleſs of a friendly Hint from any 


one, nor vainly above Inſtruction; to which they, who 


want it leaſt, are generally moſt attentive, —while 
the idle, the ignorant and ſelf-ſufficient uſually reject 


them, as an Inſult, forſooth, on their No- Underſtand- 


ing. As ſhe has ſhewn ſhe has a Heart ſuſceptible 
of the Paſſions; —a ſtrong Conception, and is not 
deficient in Taſte and Genius, we may reaſonably 
conclude ſhe will be an Ornament to the Tragic 
Scene: Not limited to one Walk alone. Her Mind 
is not confin'd, — and, I believe, *twill be allow'd. 


( either her Face or Form would miſbecome the Co- 
1 


uetry of a Cleopatra, playing with the Paſſion of 
an Antony, or the dignified Grief of a Cornelia, 
Jamenting the Loſs, and hanging o'er the Urn of 
Pompey. 

And now ( A-la-mode du Theatre) give me leave 
to tag this Motley-Medley, with a few Rhimes; Ex 
dont—= Meſſieurs, adieu! Fuſqu* à PHoneur de vous 
Re voir. 9 | 
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A Cory of VERSES, entitled 
The ConTRITE COMEDIiAN's ConpessON. 


Y Faults, and Foibles having laid before ye, 
I now, for Pardon undeſerv'd implore ye 


I ſnugly tick afreſh for new Tranſgreſſion: 

Some few wild Oats Pve ſfown,,—have ſome been 
| mowing 3 

And not to lie have left ſome Crops ſtill growing. 

To flight my Penitence might ſpoil your Convert, ) 

Much have ſuffer'd, and not little done ſor't; 

Not but, perhaps l've had my Share of Fun 158 

Yet, not in all my Frolicks, I miſcarried; 

One Fact, Sirs, clinch'd my Happineſs: I'm married. 

Shew me a Brother-Player, who, like me, 

Can laugh, with Tragic-Heart, in Comedy: 

There! There's a Proof of my Philoſophy ! 

But hold 

To jeſt at Sorrows, with ſo pleas'd a Face, 

Perchance, you'll ſay, is to deſerve Diſgrace 

Not fo, I hop2,-—for, ſure you'll bring me off, 

If, I but ſmear myſelf, to make you laugh: 

That's my Profeſſion ftill—now, from behind it, 

Should 1 let fall a Tear, — what Soul would mind it ? 

Should Pi#o!, Foppington, or Drugger, weep, . 


T would hardly move you; but, to laugh-—or ſleep. * 


Your Favours paſt, then, ſhall ſupport my Spirit, 
Who knows? The Joy may raiſe me into Merit; 

Still kindly ſnhut my private Faults ſrom View, 

And only rate me, as I ſeem to you: | 

If, where I'm not my felt, I'm ſometimes right, 

Let your Good - Nature cheriſh your Delight, 

Your generous Plaudit all my Pains o'erpays, | 
For *tis my proudeſt, warmeit Wiſh to raiſe, 5 

8 


Smiles from your Candour, from your Judgmen 
| Praiſe. 
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Thus, while | pluck up Grace, and make Confeſſion, 
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